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 Forward to Songs of Horses 

Since the dawn of civilization the horse and the Muses have been boon companions in all the heroics of 

mythology and history. The Ancients regarded the horse as a being of divine origin, possessing 

supernatural power, and their creation of the Centaur τ the only one of the fanciful monsters of 

antiquity to which any good traits were assigned τ as one of their tutelary deities, was the direct results 

of their efforts to establish an indissoluble bond between themselves and their gods.  

 

Neptune, to whom the creation of the horse was attributed, might be called the original patron of 

horse-racing. The horses which pulled his chariot over the ocean had brazen hoofs and golden manes, 

and where he drove, calm succeeded storm. The golden Chariot of the Sun that Phoebus drove in the 

heavens was drawn by three white horses, the gift of Neptune. Pegasus, the horse of the Muses, has 

always been exploited by the poets of all modern languages τ ƴƻǘŀōƭȅ ƛƴ {ƘŀƪŜǎǇŜŀǊŜΩǎ Henry IV, where 

Vernon describes Prince Henry as vaulting 

 

άΧ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǳŎƘ ŜŀǎŜ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŀǘ 

!ǎ ƛŦ ŀƴ ŀƴƎŜƭ ŘǊƻǇǇΩŘ Řƻǿƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǳŘǎ 

To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus 

!ƴŘ ǿƛǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻōƭŜ ƘƻǊǎŜƳŀƴǎƘƛǇΦέ 

 

No less a personage than that husky brute of a Roman emperor, Caligula, honored his favorite horse 

Incitatus by appointing him a Roman Consul, much to the confusion of the dissipated dandies of his 

ŎƻǳǊǘΣ ǿƘƻ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ƛǘ ŀƴ ǳƴƳŜǊƛǘŜŘ άƘƻǊǎŜέ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ǾŜǊǎƛŦƛŜŘ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘ ƛǎ ŦƻǳƴŘ 

within. 

 

The intimate identity of the horse with the lift and literature of all peoples, since civilization began, has a 

most interesting scientific explanation as well. From the little five-toed Eohippus of Eocene times, 

through the four-toed and three-towed intermediate forms, down to his wonderful present-day 

development, the original species has never changed. Whatever his evolution during millions of years, 

the horse has always been a horse, and, according to our dear old friend Job, got a lot of satisfaction out 

ƻŦ ƛǘΤ ƘŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ άƘƻǊǎŜ-ƭŀǳƎƘέ τ see WƻōΩǎ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΦ LƴŘŜŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀŘǾŀƴŎŜƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜ Ƙŀǎ 

been coincidental with that of man himself. 

 

ά{ŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 9ƻƘƛǇǇǳǎΥ 

ΨLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜΣ 

And on my middle finger-nails 

¢ƻ Ǌǳƴ Ƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦΩέ 
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The Wild West 
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Largo 

Bought him of the Navajos ς shadow of a pony, 

hǾŜǊ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ [ŀǊƎƻ ŘǊŀǿΣ ǊǳƴƴƛƴΩ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŘƻǿƴΤ 

Twenty pesos turned the trick ς broke me cold and stony; 

Then I set to figure as I rambled into town. 

 

ΨCƻǊŜ L had the feel of him, twice he like to throwed me; 

IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ǎǳƳǎ ΨŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōǊƻƪŜΤ 

¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƻ ǊǳƴƴƛƴΩ ŀƴŘ ǳƴƪƴƻǿƛƴΩ-like, he showed me 

{ǇŜŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎƛƴΩ ƛƴ ŀ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ-dollar joke. 

 

Wiry little Navajo, no bigger than a minute; 

5ƛŘ ŀ ƘŜŀǇ ƻŦ ǊŜǎǘƛƴΩ ǳǇ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΣ 

.ǳǘΧ ŜǾŜǊ ǎǘƻǇ ŀ Ǉƛƴ-wheel just to locate what was in it, 

CƛƴŘƛƴΩ ǳƴŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀǎ ǎŜǘǘƛƴΩ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀƴǘǎΚ 

 

That was him ς ǘƘŜ [ŀǊƎƻ ƘƻǎǎΤ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƻ ǎŎƘƻƻƭƛƴΩΤ 

wŜƭŀȅŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ /ŀƭƛŜƴǘΩ ƛƴǘƻ {ŀƴǘŀ CŜΤ 

CƛŦǘȅ ƳƛƭŜ ƻŦ ƪƛŎƪƛƴΩ ǎŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǿƛƴƪ ƻŦ ŦƻƻƭƛƴΩ 

²ƘŜƴ ƘŜ Ƙƛǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǎŜǊǘ ǘǊŀƛƭ ǿƛƴŘƛƴΩ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΦ 

 

Once they put a blooded hoss on the trail behind him; 

tŀǎǎŜŘ ƳŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ Yŀƴǎŀǎ ōƭƻǿΤ [ŀǊƎƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘΣ 

Kept a-ǊǳƴƴƛƴΩ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎǿŜŜǘΦ wŜŎƪƻƴŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩŘ ŦƛƴŘ ƘƛƳ 

Like we did, in twenty mile, busted, broke and blind. 

 

9ǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ŀ LƴƧǳƴ ǊŀŎŜΚ ¢ƛƳŜǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ΨŀΩ ǎƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ 

For a dozen cattle ς ŀ Ƴƻǎǘ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴΩ ǇǊƛŎŜΤ 

{Ŝǘ ǘƻ ŦƛƎǳǊƛƴΩ ŀƎΩƛƴ ς bought the mare that foaled him: 

{ƘǳŎƪǎΗ IŜǊ ŎƻƭǘǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ beat a herd of hobbled mice. 

 

Took the brush and curry-comb ς ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜΩŘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ƛǘΧ 

IƛƳ ŀ ƭƻŀŦƛƴΩ ƭŀȊȅ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻǎŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊǎΤ 

Reckon dudes come natural; as hard as he could land it, 

He druv home his opinion while I gathered up the stars. 
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That was him ς the Largo hoss; never saw another  

Desert hoss could beat him when we started out to float. 

tŜŘƛƎǊŜŜΚ IŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƴƻƴŜΤ ŀ Ǉƻƴȅ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ 

!ƴŘ ƧǳŘƎƛƴΩ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻƻƪǎ L ƎǳŜǎǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƻŀǘΦ 

 

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƘƛƳ ŀ-ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴΩ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǎƭŜŜǇȅ-like aƴŘ ŘǊŜŀƳƛƴΩΤ 

{Ŝƭƭ ƘƛƳΚ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳΩŘ ŀǎƪ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ bƻǊǘƘŜǊƴ Ƴŀƛƭ ƛǎ ƭŀǘŜ 

Wǳǎǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƘƻǳǊǎΦ bƻΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ ǇŀǊŘƴŜǊΦ ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǎŜŜƳƛƴΩ 

Brash ς ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ {ŀƴǘŀ CŜ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǿƛǇŜ ƛǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŀǘŜΦ 

 

Bought him of the Navajos ς broke me cold and stony; 

But I got a roll today ς ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƭƭ Řƻ ς 

wƛŘƛƴƎΩ ǎƻǳǘƘΚ ²ŜƭƭΣ ǇŀǊŘƴŜǊΣ LΩƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǇƻƴȅΣ 

LŦ ǿŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƛƴ {ŀƴǘŀ CŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƘƻǳǊǎ ŀƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΦ 

 

 

Henry Herbert Knibbs 
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wƛŘƛƴΩ 

There is some that likes the city ς  

  DǊŀǎǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŎǳǊǊƛŜŘ ǎƳƻƻǘƘ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŜen, 

¢ƘŜŀȅǘǊŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊŀƴƎƭƛƴΩ ŎƻƭƭŀǊǎΣ 

  Wagons run by gasoline ς 

.ǳǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƘŀǿǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀŘŘƭŜ 

  Every day without a change, 

And a desert sun a-ōƭŀȊƛƴΩ 

  On a hundred miles of range. 

 

  Just a-ǊƛŘƛƴΩΣ ŀ-ǊƛŘƛƴΩ ς 

    5ŜǎŜǊǘ ǊƛǇǇƭƛƴΩ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴΣ 

  Mountains blue along the skyline ς 

    L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜƴǾȅ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ 

      ²ƘŜƴ LΩƳ ǊƛŘƛƴΩΦ 

 

When my feet is in the stirrups 

  And my hawse is on the bust, 

With his hoofs a-ŦƭŀǎƘƛƴΩ ƭƛƎƘǘƛƴΩ 

  From a cloud of golden dust, 

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǿƭƛƴΩ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǘǘƭŜ 

  Is a-ŎƻƳƛƴΩ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘe wind ς 

¢ƘŜƴ ŀ ŦƛƴŜǊ ƭƛŦŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǊƛŘƛƴΩ  

  Would be mighty hard to find. 

 

  Just a-ǊƛŘƛƴΩΣ ŀ-ǊƛŘƛƴΩ ς 

    {ǇƭƛǘǘƛƴΩ ƭƻƴƎ ŎǊŀŎƪǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΣ 

  {ǘƛǊǊƛƴΩ ǳǇ ŀ ōŀōȅ ŎȅŎƭƻƴŜΣ 

    wƛǇǇƛƴΩ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛŎƪƭȅ ǇŜŀǊ ς 

      !ǎ LΩƳ ǊƛŘƛƴΩΦ 

 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ƴƻ ŀǊǘ ŜȄƘƛōƛts 

  When the sunset does her best, 

tŀƛƴǘƛƴΩ ŜǾŜǊƭŀǎǘƛƴΩ ƎƭƻǊȅ 

  On the mountains to the west, 

And your opery looks foolish 

  When the night-bird starts his tune 
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!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǎŜǊǘΩǎ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ƳƻǳƴǘŜŘ 

  By the torches of the moon. 

 

  Just a-ǊƛŘƛƴΩΣ ŀ-ǊƛŘƛƴΩ ς 

    Who kin envy kings and czars 

  When the coyotes down the valley 

    Are a-ǎƛƴƎƛƴΩ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǎ ς 

      LŦ ƘŜΩǎ ǊƛŘƛƴΩΚ 

 

When my earthly trail is ended 

  And my final bacon curled 

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǊƻǳƴŘǳǇΩǎ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ 

  At the Home Ranch of the world 

I doƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƴƻ ƘŀǊǇǎ ƴƻǊ ƘŀƭƻŜǎΣ 

  Robes nor other dressed up things ς 

Let me ride the starry ranges 

  On a pinto hawse with wings! 

 

  Just a-ǊƛŘƛƴΩΣ ŀ-ǊƛŘƛƴΩ ς 

    bƻǘƘƛƴƎ LΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŀƭŦ ǎƻ ǿŜƭƭ 

  As a-ǊƻǳƴŘƛƴΩ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƴƴŜǊǎ 

    That have wandered out of Hell, 

      And a-ǊƛŘƛƴΩΦ 

 

 

Badger Clark 
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The Old-Timer 

He showed up in the springtime, when the geese began to honk; 

He signed up with the outfit, and we fattened up his bronk; 

His chaps were old and tattered, but he never seemed to mind, 

Ψ/ŀǳǎŜ ŦŜǊ ǿƻǊǊȅƛƴΩ ŀƴŘ ŦǊŜǘǘƛƴΩ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘΤ 

IŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǘȅǇŜ ƻŦ ŎŀǘǘƭŜ-puncher that has vanished now, of course, 

With his hundred-dollar saddle on his twenty-dollar horse. 

 

IŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ƻǾŜǊ ŦƻǊǘǳƴŜΩǎ ǳǇǎ ŀƴŘ ŘƻǿƴǎΣ 

!ƴŘ ƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǉǳƛǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛƴƎƛƴΩ ǿƘŜn the gang was full of frowns; 

He would lose his roundup money in an hour of swift play, 

But he never seemed discouraged when he ambled on his way. 

He would hit the trail a-ǎƛƴƎƛƴΩΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƳƛƭŜ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǘ Ŧǳƭƭ ŦƻǊŎŜΣ 

¢ƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜΩŘ ƭƻǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀƴŎȅ ǎŀŘŘƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜΦ 

 

I have wondered where he wanders in these late, degenerate years, 

When there are no boundless ranges, and there are no long-horn steers; 

.ǳǘ LΩƭƭ ǿŀǊǊŀƴǘ ƘŜ ƛǎ ŎƘŜŜǊŦǳƭΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǳƴŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭΣ 

And his cigarette is glowing, though his rub supply may fail; 

CƻǊ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƭƛŦŜΩǎ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ς he had traced it to the source, 

In his hundred-dollar saddle on his twenty-dollar horse. 

 

 

Arthur Chapman 
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Chiquita 

.ŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΗ {ƛǊΣ ȅƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ǎŀȅ ǎƻΦ ¢ƘŀǊ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƘŜǊ ƳŀǘŎƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΦ 

Is thar, old gallτChiquita, my darling, my beauty! 

Feel of that neck, sirτǘƘŀǊΩǎ ǾŜƭǾŜǘΗ ²ƘƻΗ {ǘŀŘȅτah, will you, you vixen! 

Whoa! I say. Jack, trot her out; let the gentleman look at her paces. 

 

Morgan!τǎƘŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊǎ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾŜ ƛǘΦ 

{ƛǊŜŘ ōȅ /ƘƛǇǇŜǿŀ /ƘƛŜŦΣ ŀƴŘ ǘǿŜƭǾŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ŘƻƭƭŀǊǎ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōǳȅ ƘŜǊΦ 

Briggs of Tuolumne owned her. Did you know Briggs of Tuolumne? 

.ǳǎǘŜŘ ƘƛǎǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ²ƘƛǘŜ tƛƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ōƭŜǿ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŀƛƴǎ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ ΨCǊƛǎŎƻΗ 

 

IŜŘƴΩǘ ƴƻ ǎŀǾŜȅΣ ƘŜŘ .ǊƛƎƎǎΦ ¢ƘŀǊΣ WŀŎƪΗ ¢ƘŀǘΩƭƭ Řƻτqǳƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƻƻƭƛƴΩΗ 

bƻǘƘƛƴƎΩ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƪƛƴ ŘƻΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ƘŜǊ ǿƻǊƪ Ŏǳǘ ƻǳǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜǊΦ 

Hosses is hosses, you know, and likewise, too, jockeys is jockeys: 

!ƴŘ ΨǘŀƛƴΩǘ ŜǾΩǊȅ Ƴŀƴ ŀǎ Ŏŀƴ ǊƛŘŜ ŀǎ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿƘŀǘ ŀ Ƙƻǎǎ Ƙŀǎ Ǝƻǘ ƛƴ ƘƛƳΦ 

 

Know the old ford on the FƻǊƪΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ Ǝƻǘ CƭŀƴƛƎŀƴΩǎ ƭŜŀŘŜǊǎΚ 

Nasty in daylight, you bet, and a mighty rough ford in low water! 

²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘ ŀƛƴΩǘ ǎƛȄ ǿŜŜƪǎ ŀƎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ WŜŘƎŜ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜǾŜȅ 

Struck for that ford in the night, in the rain, and the water all round us; 

 

Up to our flanks in the gulch, and Rattlesnake Creek just a-ōƛƭƛƴΩΣ 

Not a plank left in the dam, and nary a bridge on the river. 

I had the grey, and the Jedge has his roan, and his nevey, Chiquita; 

And after us trundled the rocks just loosed from the top of the canyon. 

 

Lickity, lickity, switch, we came to the ford, and Chiquita 

Buckled right down to her work, and, afore I could yell to her rider, 

Took water just at the ford, and there was the Jedge and me standing, 

And twelve hundred dollars of hoss-flesh afloat, and a-ŘǊƛŦǘƛƴΩ ǘƻ ǘƘǳƴŘŜǊΗ 

 

²ƻǳƭŘ ȅŜ ōΩƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǘΗ ¢Ƙŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘƻǎǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ΨŀǊ ŦƛƭƭȅΣ /ƘƛǉǳƛǘŀΣ 

Walked herself into her stall, and stood there, all quiet and dripping: 

Clean as a beaver or rat, with nary a buckle of harness, 

Just as she swam the Forkτthaǘ ƘƻǎǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǊΩ ŦƛƭƭȅΣ /ƘƛǉǳƛǘŀΦ 
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¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ L Ŏŀƭƭ ŀ ƘƻǎǎΗ !ƴŘτWhat did you say?τoh, the nevey! 

Drownded, I reckonτleastways, he never kem back to deny it. 

¸Ŝ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƴŜŘ Ŧƻƻƭ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ǎŜŀǘΤ ȅŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǊƛŘŜǊΤ 

And then, ye know, boys will be boys, and hossesτwell hosses is hosses!  

 

 

Bret Harte 
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Riders of the Stars 

Twenty abreast down the Golden Street ten thousand riders marched ς 

Bow-legged boys in their swinging chaps, all clumsily keeping time; 

And the Angel Host, to the lone, last ghost, their delicate eyebrows arched 

As the swaggering son sof the open range drew up to the Throne Sublime. 

 

Gaunt and grizzled a Texas man from out of the concourse strode; 

He doffed his hat with a rude, rough grace, then lifted his eagle head 

As the sunlight air on his silvered hair and the bronze of his visage glowed: 

άaŀǊǎǘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 

Then a hush ran over the waiting throng as the Cherubim replied: 

άIŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜƛƎƘŜǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘǎ ƻŦ ƳŜƴΣ IŜ ŘŜŜƳŜǘƘ ȅƻur challenge strange, 

Though He long hath known that ye crave your own; that ye would not walk, but ride, 

h ǊŜǎǘƭŜǎǎ ǎƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ŜŀǊǘƘΣ ȅŜ ƳŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜƴ ǊŀƴƎŜΗέ 

 

¢ƘŜƴ ǿŀǊƛƭȅ ǎǇŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ¢ŜȄŀǎ ƳŀƴΥ ά! ǇŜǘƛǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴǘ 

We here present if the Law allows and the Marster He thinks it fit; 

²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ŀƎǊŜŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƭƻƴƎƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƛƴΩǘΣ 

So we took a vote and we made a plan, and here is the plan we writ: 

 

άDƛǾŜ ǳǎ ŀ ǊŀƴƎŜΣ ƻǳǊ ƘƻǊǎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǊƻǇŜǎΤ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘŜ tŜŀǊƭȅ DŀǘŜΤ 

Turn us loose in the unfenced blue, riding the sunset rounds, 

Hunting each stray in the Milky Way and running the rancho straight, 

Not crowding the dogie stars too much on their way to the bedding grounds. 

 

άaŀǾŜǊƛŎƪ ŎƻƳŜǘǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ǿƛƭŘΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǊƻǇŜ ΨŜƳ ŀƴŘ ōǊŀƴŘ ΨŜƳ ŦŀƛǊΣ 

{ƻ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǉǳƛǘ ǎǘŀƳǇŜŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǊȅ ƘŜǊŘΤ ƴƻ ǊǳǎǘƭƛƴƎ ƻǊ ōƭƻǘǘƛƴƎ ōǊŀƴŘǎΤ 

!ƴŘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǎŀǾŜ ΨŜƳ ǇǊƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳƴŘ-up time, and us riders will all be there, 

Ready and willing to do our work as we did on the mesa lands. 

 

ά[ƻƴƎ ǿŜΩǾŜ ǎǘudied the landmarks, Sir; Taurus, the Bear and Mars, 

Venus a-smiling across the west as bright as a burning coal; 

Plain to guide as we punchers ride, night-herding the milling stars, 

²ƛǘƘ {ŀǘǳǊƴΩǎ ǊƛƴƎǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƘƻƳŜ ŎƻǊǊŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƛǇǇŜǊ ƻǳǊ ǿŀǘŜǊ ƘƻƭŜΦ 

 

 



 

16 

άIere we have nothing to do but yarn of the times that have long gone by; 

!ƴŘ ƻǳǊ ǎƛƴƎƛƴƎΣ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ Ŧƛǘ ƛƴ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿŜΩǾŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƻƭŘ ǘƛƳŜǎΩ ǎŀƪŜΤ 

hǳǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀǊŜ ƛǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǿƛƴƎ ŀ ǊƻǇŜΤ ƻǳǊ ƭŜƎǎ ŀǊŜ ǎǘƛŦŦΥ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ 

We ask you, Marster, to turƴ ǳǎ ƭƻƻǎŜΤ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǎ ŀƴ ŜǾŜƴ ōǊŜŀƪΗέ 

 

Then the Lord He spake to the Cherubim, and this was His kindly word: 

άIŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƪŜŜǇŜǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜŦƻƭŘ ƪŜȅǎ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƻǇŜƴ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƎƻΤ 

Turn these men to their work again to ride with the starry heard; 

My glory sings ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƛƭ ǘƘŜȅ ŎǊŀǾŜΤ Ψǘƛǎ ǘƘŜƛǊǎΦΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘ ǎƻΦέ 

 

Have you heard in the starlit dusk of eve, when the lean coyotes roam, 

The Yip! Yip! Yip! Of their hunting cry and the echo that shrilled afar, 

While you listened still on a desert hill and gazed at the twinkling dome 

As a viewless rider swept the sky on the trail of a shooting star? 

 

 

Henry Herbert Knibbs 
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The Range Rider 

Up and saddle at daybreak,  

Into the hills with the light,  

While still on pinon and cedar  

Lingers the wings of night;  

Clatter of hoofs in the canon,  

Scatter of horns on the trail;  

Dim forms lost in the chaparral,  

Fleeing like frightened quail.  

 

Follow! the deer behind them  

Pant in a beaten race;  

Light in its flight is slower  

Than a mountain steer in chase.  

Ψ²ŀǊŜΗ ¢Ƙŀǘ ōlack bull charges;  

Head down, red eyes aglow;  

Crack! Crack! the pistol flashesτ  

God, but a noble foe!  

 

His black bulk reels from the pathway,  

The horses reek and sweat;  

Unsaddle a space and breathe them,  

¢ƘŜ ŘŀȅΩǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǳǎ ȅŜǘΥ  

Look back from our bed of bracken  

IŜǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ ƎǊŜŜƴ ǊƻƻŦ  

¸ƻǳΩŘ ƭƛŜ ŀǘ ƭŜǎǎ ŜŀǎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŜƴ ōŜƭƻǿ  

But for pistol and sure-set hoof.  

 

What! Is your nerve so shaken?  

A man can die but once!  

Who shirks the game for the chance-sent end  

Is a coward soul, or a dunce.  

The turn of a loose-cinched saddle,  

The plunge of a keen-curved horn  

Play down to-day and to-morrow  

Who cares that we were born!  

 

Sharlot Meredith Hall 



 

18 

Burro 

Beloved vagrant of the ample ear;  

Philosopher; gray hobo of the dunes;  

Delight of children; thistle-chewing seer,  

From Lebanon and eld, how many moons?  

 

Muse of manana; sturdy foe of haste,  

Complacent in your poise, your attitude;  

A statue of dejection, shaggy-faced,  

Or plodding with your pack of cedar wood;  

 

Pausing to turn your head, with motion stiff,  

As though you half-imagined something wrong;  

Wondering if you were there, complete, or if  

The rest of you forgot to come along.  

 

What melancholy thoughts bestir your breast,  

When, like an ancient pump, you lift a tone,  

Lose it and lift another, with a zest  

Known to no beast on earth save you alone?  

 

Your melody means something deep, unseen,  

! ǎǘƻǊƛŜŘ ƳŜƳΩǊȅ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜ ƻƭŘ wƻƳŀƴŎŜΣ  

And ears attuned to mysteries, might glean  

More from your song than simple assonance.  

 

You sing the Truth, without a touch of guile,  

And Truth were sad enoughτand yet your guise  

Of March-mad melancholy moves a smile,  

And thus the world is richer, burro-wise:  

 

Richer, because you are yourself; you please  

That subtle sense that loves the ludicrous,  

Scorning no lesson. Oh, Demosthenes  

Of Andalusia, left to preach to us!  
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Dogging the sunlight of some empty street  

Content with what your indolence may findτ  

Let the world rock, and you will keep your feet;  

Let the world run, and you will stray behind.  

 

 

O R 
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Lasca 

I want free life and I want fresh air;  

And I long for the gallop after the cattle  

In their frantic flight, like the roar of battle;  

The melee of horns, and hoofs, and heads  

That wars and wrangles and scatters and spreads  

The green beneath and the blue above,  

And dash and danger, and life and love--  

     And Lasca!  

 

  Lasca used to ride  

On a mouse-gray mustang, close to my side,  

With blue serape and bright-belled spur;  

I laughed with joy as I looked at her!  

Little knew she of books or creeds;  

An Ave Maria sufficed her needs.  

Little she cared, save to be by my side,  

To ride with me, and ever to ride,  

From San Saba's shore to Lavaca's tide.  

She was as bold as the billows that beat,  

She was as wild as the breezes that blow;  

From her little head to her little feet  

She was swayed in her suppleness to and fro  

By each gust of passion; a sapling pine,  

That clings to the edge of a beetling bluff,  

And wars with the wind when the weather is rough,  

Is like this Lasca, this love of mine.  

She would hunger, that I might eat,  

She'd take the bitter and leave me the sweet;  

But once, when I made her jealous for fun,  

At something I'd whispered, or looked, or done  

  One Sunday, in San Antonio,  

To a glorious girl on the Alamo,  

She drew from her garter a dear little dagger,  

And--sting of a wasp! it made me stagger--  

An inch to the left or an inch to the right,  

And I would n't be maundering here to-night;  

But she sobbed, and, sobbing, so swiftly bound  
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Her torn rebosa about the wound  

That I quite forgave her. Scratches don't count  

In Texas, down by the Rio Grande.  

 

Her eye was brown, a deep, deep brown;  

Her hair was darker than her eye;  

And something in her smile and frown,  

Curled crimson lip, and instep high,  

Showed that there ran in each blue vein,  

Mixed with the milder Aztec strain,  

The vigorous vintage of old Spain.  

She was alive in every limb  

With feeling, to the finger tips;  

And when the sun is like a fire,  

And the sky one shining, soft sapphire -- 

One does not drink in little sips.  

 

  * * *  

 

  The air was heavy, the night was hot,  

I sat by her side, and forgot--forgot;  

Forgot the herd that was taking its rest,  

Forgot that the air was close oppressed--  

That the Texas norther comes without warning,  

In the dead of night or the dawn of morning  

And once let the herd at its breath take fright,  

And nothing on earth can stop its flight;  

And woe to the rider, and woe to the steed,  

That falls in front of its mad stampede!  

 

Hark! was that thunder? No, by the Lord!  

I sprang to my saddle without a word:  

One foot on mine, and she clung behind--  

Away! on a wild chase down the wind!  

And never was fox-chase half so hard,  

And never was steed so little spared--  

For we rode for our lives: you shall hear how we fared  

  In Texas, down by the Rio Grande.  

 

The mustang flew, and we urged him on;  

There was one chance left, and you have but one--  

Halt, jump to the ground, and shoot your horse,  
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Crouch under his carcass, and take your chance;  

And if the steers, in their frantic course,  

Don't batter you both to pieces at once,  

You may thank your star; or else, good-bye  

To the quickening kiss and the long-drawn sigh,  

To the balmy air and the open sky,  

  In Texas, down by the Rio Grande.  

 

The cattle gained on us--and, just as I felt  

For my old six-shooter behind in my belt,  

Down came the mustang, and down came we,  

Clinging together, and--what was the rest--?  

A body that spread itself over my breast,  

Two arms that shielded my dizzy head,  

Two lips that close to my lips were pressed;  

Then came thunder into my ears  

As over us surged the sea of steers,  

Blows that beat blood into my eyes,  

And when I could rise--  

Lasca was dead!  

 

  * * *  

 

I gouged out a grave a few feet deep,  

And there in Earth's bosom I laid her to sleep;  

And there she is lying--and no one knows--  

'Neath summer's sun and winter's snows;  

Full many a day the flowers have spread  

A pall of petals over her head.  

 

And the little gray hawk hangs aloft in the air,  

And the sly coyote trots here and there,  

And the black snake glides, and glitters and slides  

Into a rift in the cotton-wood tree.  

And the buzzard sails on--  

And comes and is gone--  

Stately and still, like a ship at sea.  

And I wonder why I do not care  

For the things that are, like the things that wereτ 
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Does half my heart lie buried there  

  In Texas, down by the Rio Grande?  

 

 

Frank Desprez 
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The Pony Express 

The eddies swirl in the treacherous ford,  

And the clouds gather dark ahead;  

And over the plain, where the sunlight poured,  

Scarce a gleam does the pale moon shed.  

 

The pony drinks, but with gasp and sob,  

And wan is the man at its side;  

The way has been long, past butte and knob,  

And still he must ride and ride.  

 

Now the cinch is drawn and the plunge is made,  

And the bank of the stream is gained;  

Eyes study the darkness, unafraid,  

!ƴŘ ƴŜΩŜǊ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƘƻǊǎŜ ǊŜƛƴŜŘΦ  

 

And the hoof-beats die on the prairie vast,  

¢ƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴŜ ǿƻƭŦΩǎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊƛƴƎ ǿŀƛƭ  

Thus the ghost of the Pony Express goes past  

On the grass-grown Overland Trail.  

 

 

Arthur Chapman 
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The Trail of Death 

We rode from daybreak; white and hot  

The sun beat like a hammer-stroke  

On molten iron; the blistered dust  

Rose up in clouds to sear and choke;  

But on we rode, gray-white as ghosts,  

Bepowdered with that bitter snow,  

The stinging breath of alkali  

From the grim, crusted earth below.  

 

Silent, our footsteps scarcely wrung  

An echo from the sullen trail;  

Silent, parched lip and stiffening tongue,  

We watched the horses fall and fail:  

WŀŎƪΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘΤ ƘŜ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ Ƴȅ ǎǘƛǊǊǳǇ strap;τ  

God help me! but I shook him off;  

Death had not diced for two that day  

¢ƻ ƳŜŜǘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ 5ŜǾƛƭΩǎ ǘǊƻǳƎƘΦ  

 

I flung him back my dry canteen,  

An ounce at most, weighed drop by drop  

With life; he clutched it, drank, and laughedτ  

Hard, hideousτa peal to stop  

The strongest heartτthen turned and ran  

With arms outflung and mad eyes set,  

{ǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ ǿƘŜǊŜ ΨƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ Řǳƴ ǎƪȅΩǎ ǊƛƳ  

Green trees stood up, and cool and wet,  

 

Long silver waves broke on the sand.  

The cursed mirage! that lures and taunts  

The thirst-scourged lip and tortured sight  

Like some lost hope that mocking haunts  

A dying soul. I tried to call,  

The dry words rattled in my throat;  

And sun and sand and crouching skyτ 

God! How they seemed to glare and gloat!  
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Reeling I caught the saddle-horn;  

On, on; but now it seemed to be  

The spring-house path, and at the well  

My mother stood and beckoned me:  

The bucket glistened; drip, drip, drip,  

I heard the water fall and plash;  

Then keen as hell the burning wind,  

Awoke me with its fiery lash.  

 

On, on; what was that bleaching thing  

Across the trail? I dared not look;  

But onτblind, aimless, till the sun  

Crept grudging past the hills and took  

His curse from off the gasping land.  

The blessed dusk ! my gaunt horse raised  

His head and neighed, and staggered on;  

And I, with bleeding lips, half-crazed,  

 

Laughed out; for just above us there,  

Rock-caught against a blackened ledge  

A little pool; one last hard climb;  

Full spent we fell upon its edgeτ  

One still forever. Weak I lay.  

And drank; hot hands and temples laved:  

Jack gone, alas! the horses dead;  

But night and waterτI was saved!  

 

 

Sharlot Meredith Hall 
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The Song of the Leather 

When my trail stretches out to the edge of the sky  

Through the desert so empty and bright,  

When LΩƳ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴΩ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƭŜǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ Ǝƻ ŎǊŀǿƭƛƴΩ ōȅ  

And a-ƘƻǇƛƴΩ LΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ōȅ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ  

Then my hawse never speaks through the long sunny day,  

But my saddle he sings in his creaky old way:  

 

ά9ŀǎȅτeasyτeasy  

CƻǊ ŀ ǘŜƳǇŜǊƛǘ ǇŀŎŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ŀ ŎǊƛƳŜΦ  

Let your mount hit it steady, but give him his ease,  

CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ƘŀƳƳŜǊǎ ƘŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀ ōǊŜŜȊŜΦ  

²Ŝ ƪƛƴ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜΦέ  

 

²ƘŜƴ LΩƳ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǎƻƳŜ ŎǊƛǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƛǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘ ƭƻǇŜΣ  

And a-ǎǇǳǊǊƛƴΩ Ƴȅ ƘŀǿǎŜ ǘƛƭƭ ƘŜ ŦƭƛŜǎΣ  

²ƘŜƴ LΩƳ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴΩ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘǊƻǿƛƴΩ Ƴȅ ǊƻǇŜΣ  

And a-ǿƛƴƪƛƴΩ ǘƘŜ ǎǿŜŀǘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ŜȅŜǎΣ  

Then the leathers they squeal with the lunge and the swing,  

And I work to the livelier tune that they sing:  

 

άwŜŀŎƘ ΨƛƳΗ ǊŜŀŎƘ ΨƛƳΗ ǊŜŀŎƘ ΨƛƳ  

If you lather your hawse to the heel!  

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ a time to be slow and a time to be quick;  

bŜǾŜǊ ƳƛƴŘ ƛŦ ƛǘΩǎ ǊƻǳƎƘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎƘŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǘƘƛŎƪτ  

tǳƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ Ƙŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ŦƭƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜŜƭΗέ  

 

²ƘŜƴ LΩǾŜ ǊǳǎǘƭŜŘ ŀƭƭ Řŀȅ ǘƛƭƭ LΩƳ ŀŎƘƛƴΩ ŦƻǊ ǊŜǎǘ  

!ƴŘ L ΨƳ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ ŀ ƴƛƎƘǘ-guard to ride,  

With the tired little Ƴƻƻƴ ƘŀƴƎƛƴΩ ƭƻǿ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŜǎǘ  

!ƴŘ Ƴȅ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴŜǎǎ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴΩ Ƴȅ ǇǊƛŘŜΣ  

Then I nod and I blink at the dark herd below,  

And the saddle he sings as my hawse paces slow:  
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ά{ƭŜŜǇȅτsleepyτsleepyτ 

We was ordered a close watch to keep,  

.ǳǘ LΩƭƭ ǎƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǎƻƴƎ in a drowsy old key;  

All the world is a-ǎƴƻƻȊƛƴΩ ǎƻ ǿƘȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƴΩǘ ǿŜΚ  

Dƻ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΣ ǇŀǊŘƴŜǊ ƳƛƴŜΣ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΦέ  

 

 

Badger Clark 
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¢ƘŜ hƭΩ /ƻǿ IŀǿǎŜ 

²ƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƻ ǎŀŘŘƭŜ ƘŀǿǎŜǎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ƛƴ ǎǘŜŜŘǎΥ  

There is fancy-gaited critters that will sǳƛǘ ǎƻƳŜ ŦŜƭƭŜǊΩǎ ƴŜŜŘǎΤ  

There is nags high-ōǊŜŘ ŀƴΩ ǘƻƴȅΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƳƻƻǘƘ ŀƴΩ ǎƘƛƴȅ ǎƪƛƴΣ  

¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ΨŜƳ ƛƴΦ  

.ǳǘ ŦŜǊ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǘƛǊŜǎΤ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŦŀƛǘƘŦǳƭΣ ǘǊƛŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǊǳŜΤ  

hƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƭǳǎ ƛǎ ŀ άǎǘŀȅŜǊέ ǿƘŜƴ ȅou want to slam him throughτ  

¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ōǳǘ ƻƴŜ ōǊŜŜŘ ƻΩ ŎǊƛǘǘŜǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ŜǾŜǊ ŎŀƳŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ  

¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ŀƭƭǳǎ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŎƪŜǘΥ Ψǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜτhƭΩ Ŏƻǿ ƘŀǿǎŜΗ  

 

bƻΣ ƘŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŦƻǊ ōŜŀǳǘȅΣ ŦŜǊ ƘŜΩǎ ǎŎǊǳōōȅ ŀƴΩ ƘŜΩǎ ǊƻǳƎƘΣ  

!ƴΩ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜƳǇŜǊΩǎ ǎƻǊǘ ƻΩ ǎŀǎǎȅΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ōŜǘ ƘŜΩǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΗ  

CŜǊ ƘŜΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭ ƻΩ ƳƻǊƴƛƴΩǎΣ ōŜ ƛǘ ǳǇ ƻǊ ōŜ ƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΣ  

On the range a-ƘǳƴǘƛƴΩ ŎŀǘǘƭŜ ƻǊ ŀ-ƭƻǇƛƴΩ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƻǿƴΦ  

!ƴΩ ƘŜΩƭƭ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƭŜǎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴΩ ƘŜΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎǿŜŀǘ ŀ ƘŀƛǊΣ  

Ψ/ǳȊ ƘŜΩǎ ŀ ǿƛƭƭƛƴΩ ŎǊƛǘǘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴΩ ŀnywhere.  

hƘΣ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƘƻǊƻǳƎƘōǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǊǳƴƴƛƴΩ ƛƴ ŀ ǊŀŎŜ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ōƻǎǎΣ  

.ǳǘ ŦŜǊ ŀƭƭ Řŀȅ ǊƛŘƛƴΩ ƭŜƳƳŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜτhƭΩ Ŏƻǿ ƘŀǿǎŜΗ  

 

When my soul seeks peace and quiet on the Home Ranch of the blest,  

²ƘŜǊŜ ƴƻ ǎǘƻǊƳǎ ƻǊ ǎǘŀƳǇŜŘŜǎ ōƻǘƘŜǊΣ ŀƴΩ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭǎ ŀǊŜ ǘǊŀƛƭǎ ƻΩ ǊŜǎǘΣ  

²ƘŜƴ Ƴȅ ōǊŀƴŘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴǎǇŜŎǘŜŘ ŀƴΩ ǇǊƻƴƻǳƴŎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ h YΣ  

!ƴΩ ǘƘŜ ōƻǎǎ Ƙŀǎ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƳŜ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴΩ Ƙŀǎ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ L ƪƛƴ ǎǘŀȅΣ  

hƘΣ L ΨƳ ƘƻǇƛƴΩ ǿƘŜƴ LΩƳ ƭƻǇƛƴΩ ƻŦŦ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ōƭŜǎǎŜŘ ǊŀƴƎŜ  

¢Ƙŀǘ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǎŀŘŘƭŜ ƻƴ ŀ ŎǊƛǘǘŜǊ ƴŜǿ ŀƴΩ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΣ  

Buǘ LΩƳ ǇǊŀȅƛƴΩ ŜǾŜǊȅ Ƴƛƴƴƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜ LΩƭƭ ǊƛŘŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ  

¢Ƙŀǘ ōƛƎ ƘŜŀǾŜƴ ǊŀƴƎŜ ƻΩ ƎƭƻǊȅ ƻƴ ŀƴτhƭΩ Ŏƻǿ ƘŀǿǎŜΗ  

 

 

Earl Alonza Brininstool 
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The Roan Cayuse 

Colt she was when I spied her, stray on the open range;  

{ǘŀǊǾƛƴΩ ǇƻƻǊΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜŘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŜrholes far between.  

L ǊƻǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊŜǿ ŀƴŘ ǘƛŜŘ ƘŜǊΣ ŦƻǊ L ǎŀǿ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀŎǘƛƴΩ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΤ  

And on her breast was a barb-wire cutτthe worst I have ever seen.  

 

¢ŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƴǳǊǎƛƴΩΗ aŀȅōŜ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƻǎǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ōȅ ƘŀƴŘΗ  

Boys they joshed when they saddled up and when they rode in at night;  

ά{-s-s-ƘΗ 5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ōŀōȅΗ {ŀȅΣ ŎŀƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘτ  

/ǳǎǎƛƴΩ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƻǊǎŜǇƛǘŀƭΣ ƻǊ 5ƻŎΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƳŀŘ ŀƴŘ ōƛǘŜΗέ  

 

[ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ ƴƻǿΗ [ƛƪŜ ŎƻǇǇŜǊΣ ǎƘƛƴƛƴΩ ŀƴŘ ǎƭŜŜƪ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊƻƴƎΗ  

Follow a mountain trail all day and finish a-ǎǘŜǇǇƛƴΩ ƘƛƎƘΦ  

bƻǘƘƛƴΩ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜ Ŏŀƴ ǎǘƻǇ ƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƭƻǇŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿΩǎ ǎƻƴƎΦ  

Wicked as fire to a strangerτbut as gentle to me as pie.  

 

Look at her straight-ǳǇ ŜŀǊǎΣ ƴƻǿΣ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴΩ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƳŜΗ  

IŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǊŜ ŀǎƪƛƴΩ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΤ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴΩ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ  

Understands what she hears? Now, watch when I call and see  

Iƻǿ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ ŎƛǊŎƭŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǎƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƭŀǘǘŜƴ ƘŜǊ ŜŀǊǎ ŀǘ ȅƻǳΦ  

 

Bronco? YesτŘƻƴΩǘ Ǉŀȅ ǘƻ ǉǳƛǊǘ ƘŜǊΦ LΩƳ ōǊƻƴŎƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ǎƻƳŜ ŘŀȅǎΣ  

tƛǘŎƘƛƴΩ ǿƘŜƴ ƭǳŎƪ ƛǎ ŀ-ǊƛŘƛƴΩ ƳŜ ƘŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ǇƛƭƛƴΩ ƛǘ ƛŦ L ŎŀƴΦ  

But a quick, hard word will hurt herτfor a hoss has peculiar ways;  

¦ǎŜ ŀƴȅ Ƙƻǎǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƘǳƳŀƴ ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩƭƭ ǘǊŜŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƳŀƴΦ  

 

¸ƻǳΩŘ ǊƛŘŜ ƘŜǊΚ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƧǳŘƎƛƴΩ ȅƻǳǊ ƭŜƎǎΣ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘΦ  

But flowers are scarce at tƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ƻŦ ȅŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴΩǘ ŀ ǇŀǊǎƻƴ ƴƛƎƘΦ  

{ƘŜ ǎǳǊŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ŜȄŜǊŎƛǎƛƴΩΤ Ψǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ƘŜǊ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ƎƻƻŘΣ  

.ǳǘ LΩŘ ƘŀǘŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ-ŦƭȅƛƴΩΣ ΨŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƛƴΩǘ ōǳƛƭǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ŦƭȅΦ  

 

Remember that old-ǘƛƳŜ ǎŀȅƛƴΩΣ ŎƛƴŎƘŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ŀ ǘǿƻ-bit rhyme?  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴΩǘ ŀ Ƙƻǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǊƻŘŜΦέ !ƴŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ŀ ǊƛŘŜǊ ǘǊƛŜǎΣ  

.ǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅƛƴΩΣ ǿƘȅΣ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘŀȅ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƳŜΤ  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴΩǘ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘǊƻǿŜŘέ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƴƎ ƎŜǘǎ ǿƛǎŜΦ  
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ά¢Ƙŀǘ Ǌƻŀƴ ŎŀȅǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ƻƴŎƘƻέΥ ǿƘŜƴ ŀ Ƙƻǎǎ Ƙŀǎ ŀ name like that,  

¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƛǘǎ ǊŜǇǳǘŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀǎƪƛƴΩ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǊŘΦ  

You can roll it up in your poncho, or bury it under your hat,  

LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ-ǿǊƛǘƛƴΩτƳŜŀƴǎ ƭƻǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊŘΦ  

 

You straighten them ears up pronto! You, sƘƻǿƛƴΩ ȅƻǳǊ ǘŜŜǘƘ ŀǘ ƳŜΗ  

IŜǊŜΣ ƴƻǿΣ ȅƻǳ ǉǳƛǘ ȅƻǳǊ ōƛǘƛƴΩτŘƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ŀ ōŀƭŜ ƻŦ ƘŀȅΚ  

¸ƻǳΩŘ ōǳȅ ƘŜǊΚ {ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ ƛǘτ ŜŀǊǎ Ŧƭŀǘ ŀƴŘ ŜȅŜ ǊƻƭƭƛƴΩΣ ǎŜŜΗ  

Well, she is the lady to talk toτŀƴŘ L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣ ŜƘΚ  

 

 

Henry Herbert Knibbs 
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WhŜƴ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ¢ƘǊƻǿŜŘ 

LŦ ŀ ŦŜƭƭŜǊΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ-straddle  

{ƛƴŎŜ ƘŜΩǎ ōƛƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǊƛŘŜΣ  

And has had to sling his saddle  

On most any colored hide,τ  

¢ƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴΩ ǘƘŜȅ ǘŀƪŜ ǇǊƛŘŜ ƛƴΣ  

Still most fellers I have knowed,  

LŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŜǾŜǊ ŘƻƴŜ ƳǳŎƘ ǊƛŘƛƴΩΣ  

Has at different times got throwed.  

 

All the boys start out together  

For the round-up some fine day  

²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘǳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘǊƻǿ ȅƻǳǊ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊ  

On a little wall-eyed bay,  

!ƴΩ ƘŜ ǎǿŜƭƭǎ ǘƻ ōŜŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘƛƻƴ  

²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŎƛƴŎƘƛƴΩ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǎƭŀŎƪΣ  

!ƴΩ ƘŜ ƪŜŜǇǎ ŀƴ ŜƭŜǾŀǘion  

In your saddle at the back.  

 

He stands still with feet a-ǎǇǊŀǿƭƛƴΩΣ  

!ƴΩ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜ ǎƘƻǿǎ ƭƻǘǎ ƻŦ ǿƘƛǘŜΣ  

!ƴΩ ƘŜ ƪƛƴƪǎ Ƙƛǎ ǎǇƛƴŀƭ ŎƻƭǳƳƴΣ  

!ƴΩ Ƙƛǎ ƘƛŘŜ ƛǎ ǇǳŎƪŜǊŜŘ ǘƛƎƘǘΣ  

IŜ ǎǘŀǊǘǎ ǊƛǎƛƴΩ ŀƴΩ ŀ-ƧǳƳǇƛƴΩΣ  

!ƴΩ ƘŜ ǎǘǊƛƪŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ƴŜŀǊΦ  

!ƴΩ ȅƻǳ Ŏǳǎǎ ƘƛƳ ŀƴΩ ȅƻǳ ǘƘǳƳǇ ƘƛƳ  

Till you get him by the ear,τ  

 

Then your right hand grabs the saddle  

!ƴΩ ȅƻǳ ƪŜǘŎƘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǘƛǊǊǳǇΣ ǘƻƻΣ  

!ƴΩ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŀ-straddle  

Like a woolly buckaroo;  

.ǳǘ ƘŜ ŘǊƻǇǎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴΩ ǎǿƛǘŎƘŜǎΣ  

Then he makes a backward jump,  

Out of reach your stirrup twitches  

But your right spur grabs his hump.  
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!ƴΩ ά{ǘŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΗέ ǎƘƻǳǘǎ ǎƻƳŜ ŦŜƭƭŜǊΤ  

¢ƘƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ƘƻǇŜ ŦƻǊƭƻǊƴΣ  

¸Ŝǘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎƘƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƛƴΩǘ ȅŜƭƭŜǊ  

!ƴΩ ȅƻǳ ŎƘƻƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŘŘƭŜ ƘƻǊƴΦ  

Then you feel one rein a-ŘǊƻǇǇƛƴΩ  

!ƴΩ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ Τ  

!ƴΩ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƘƛǊǘ ǘŀƛƭΩǎ ƻǳǘ ŀƴΩ ŦƭƻǇǇƛƴΩΤ  

!ƴΩ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŘŘƭŜ Ǉǳƭƭǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƭŜŀŘΦ  

 

Then the boys all yell together  

Fit to make a feller sick:  

άIŜȅΣ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǊǘ ƘƻǊƴΣ ŘǊƻǇ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊΗ  

Cŀƴ Ƙƛǎ Ŧŀǘ ŀƴΩ ǊƛŘŜ ƘƛƳ ǎƭƛŎƪΗέ  

{ŜŜƳǎ ȅƻǳΩre up-side-Řƻǿƴ ŀƴΩ ŦƭȅƛƴΩΣ  

Then your spurs begin to slip.  

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ǳǎŜ ƛƴ ǘǊȅƛƴΩΣ  

For the horn flies from your grip,  

 

!ƴΩ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ŀ ǾŀƎǳŜ ǎŜƴǎŀǘƛƻƴ  

As upon the ground you roll,  

Like a violent separation  

Ψ¢ ǿƛȄǘ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻŘȅ ŀƴΩ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƻǳƭΦ  

Then you roll agin a hummock  

²ƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƭŀȅ ŀƴΩ ƎŀǎǇ ŦƻǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘΣ  

!ƴΩ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴΩ ƎǊƛǇǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘ  

Like the finger-ƎǊƛǇǎ ƻΩ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ  

 

They all offers you prescriptions  

CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƛǇ ŀƴΩ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǳǇΣ  

!ƴΩ ǘƘŜȅ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ŘŜǎŎǊƛǇǘƛƻƴǎ  

How you looped the spiral loop;  

They all swear you beat a circus  

Or a hoochy-koochy dance,  

aƻǇǇƛƴΩ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƴƻƴΩǎ ǎǳǊŦŀŎŜ  

With the bosom of your pants.  

 

¢ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ǳǇ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǊƻǘǘŜǊǎΣ  

But you have a job to stand;  

For the landscape round you totters  

AƴΩ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƭƭŀǊΩǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻΩ ǎŀƴŘΦ  

Lots of fellers give prescriptions  

How a bronco should be rode,  
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.ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŦŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƛǾŜǎ ŘŜǎŎǊƛǇǘƛƻƴǎ  

Of the times when they got throwed.  

 

 

Anonymous 
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A Saddle-Song 

To horse! as rode the knights of old for tourney and affray;  

To horse! the world is wide, and ours, free heart and summer day:  

Oh! Laughter now shall be our god and every care take wings,  

!ƴŘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ƻǳǊ ƳŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ƻǊŘŜǊǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŘŘƭŜ ǎƛƴƎǎΦ  

 

The gipsy blood is coursing red along each leaping vein;  

We are brothers to the bursting flower and kindred with the rain:  

How the voice of Nature calls us! How it beckons! How it rings,  

In the echoes of the marching song the old saddle sings!  

 

¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊ ǘǊŜŜǎ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǎŜƴǘƛƴŜƭ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴΩǎ ŎǊŜǎǘ  

Have sent their message on the wind to fill us with unrest;  

To mingle with our dreams the scent the healing balsam flings,  

And blend the forest whispers with the song the saddle sings.  

 

O jingling spur and rattling rein, brown earth and bending sky,  

We turn to you to brim again the cup of life run dry;  

Take toll of all the fancied gain that hard-spent striving brings,  

But set our days in measure with the song the saddle sings.  

 

 

Sharlot Meredith Hall 
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Marta of Milrone 

I shot him where the Rio flows;  

I shot him when the moon arose;  

And where he lies the vulture knowsτ  

Along the Tinto River.  

 

In schools of eastern culture, pale,  

My cloistered flesh began to fail;  

They bore me where the deserts quail  

To winds from out the sun.  

 

I looked upon the land and sky,  

Nor hoped to live nor feared to die;  

And from my hollow breast a sigh  

CŜƭƭ ƻΩŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǿŀǎǘŜΦ  

 

But strong I grew and tall I grew;  

L ŘǊŀƴƪ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƎƛƻƴΩǎ ōŀƭƳ ŀƴŘ ŘŜǿΣτ  

It made me lithe in limb and thew,τ  

How swift I rode and ran!  

 

And oft it was my joy to ride  

Over the sand-blown ocean wide  

While, ever smiling at my side,  

Rode Marta of Milrone.  

 

A flood of horned heads before,  

The trampled thunder, smoke and roar,  

Of full four thousand hoofs, or moreτ  

A cloud, a sea, a storm!  

 

O! wonderful the desert gleamed,  

As, man and maid, we spoke and dreamed  

Of love in life, till white wastes seemed  

Like plains of paradise.  
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IŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ [ƻǾŜΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƳŀƎƛŎ ǎƘƻƴŜΥ  

ά.Ŝ ƳƛƴŜΣ h aŀǊǘŀ ƻŦ aƛƭǊƻƴŜΣτ  

Your hand, your heart be all my owƴΗέτ  

Her lips made sweet response:  

 

άL ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳΣ ȅŜǎΤ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƘŜ  

Who from the East should come to meτ  

!ƴŘ L ƘŀǾŜ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ƭƻƴƎΗέ hƘΣ ǿŜ  

Were happy as the sun.  

 

There came upon a hopeless quest,  

With hell and hatred in his breast,  

A stranger, who his love confessed  

To Marta long in vain.  

 

¢ƻ ƳŜ ǎƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜΥ άh ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ƳŀǘŜΣ  

His eyes are terrible with fate,τ  

I fear his love, I fear his hate,τ  

L ŦŜŀǊ ǎƻƳŜ ƭƻƻƳƛƴƎ ƛƭƭΗέ  

 

Then to the church we twain did ride,  

I kissed her as she rode beside;  

How fairτhow passing fair my bride  

With golden combs in her hair!  

 

Before the Spanish priest we stood  

hŦ {ŀƴ DǊŜƎƻǊƛƻΩǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊƘƻƻŘτ  

A shot rang out!τand in her blood  

My dark-eyed darling lay.  

 

God! I carried her beside  

¢ƘŜ ±ƛǊƎƛƴΩǎ ŀƭǘŀǊ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘ,τ  

Smiling upon me ere she died,τ  

ά!ŘƛŜǳΣ Ƴȅ ƭƻǾŜΣ ŀŘƛŜǳΗέ  

 

L ƪƴŜƭǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ {ǘΦ aŀǊȅΩǎ ǎƘǊƛƴŜ  

!ƴŘ ƘŜƭŘ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀŘ ƻƴŜΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ ƳƛƴŜΣ  

ά±ŜƴƎŜŀƴŎŜΣέ L ŎǊƛŜŘΣ άh [ƻǊŘΣ ōŜ ǘƘƛƴŜΣ  

.ǳǘ L ǘƘȅ ƳƛƴƛǎǘŜǊΗέ  
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I kissed her thrice and sealed my vow,  

Her eyes, her sea-cold lips and brow,τ  

άCŀǊŜǿŜƭƭΣ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƛǎ ŘȅƛƴƎ ƴƻǿΣ  

aŀǊǘŀ ƻŦ aƛƭǊƻƴŜΗέ  

 

Then swift upon my steed I leapt;  

My streaming eyes the desert swept;  

I saw the accursed where he crept  

Against the blood-red sun.  

 

I galloped straight upon his track,  

And never more my eyes looked back;  

The world was barred with red and black;  

My heart was flaming coal.  

 

On, through delirious twilight dim  

And the black night I followed him;  

Hills did we cross and rivers swim,τ  

My fleet-foot horse and I.  

 

The morn burst red, a gory wound,  

hΩŜǊ ƛǊƻƴ Ƙƛƭƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǾŀƎŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΤ  

And there was never another sound  

{ŀǾŜ ōŜŀǘ ƻŦ ƘƻǊǎŜǎΩ ƘƻƻŦǎΥ  

 

¦ƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǊŘŜǊŜǊΩǎ ŜŀǊ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ  

ά¢Ƙƻǳ ΨǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘΗ ¢Ƙƻǳ ΨǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘΗά  

Still on his stallion, black, he sped  

While death spurred on behind.  

 

Fiery dust from the blasted plain  

.ǳǊƴǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƭŀǾŀ ƛƴ ŜǾΩǊȅ ǾŜƛƴΤ  

But I rode on with steady rein  

Though the fierce sand-devils spun.  

 

Then to a sullen land we came,  

Whose earth was brass, whose sky was flame;  

I made it balm with her blest name  

In the land of Mexico.  
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With gasp and groan my poor horse fell,τ  

Last of all things that loved me well!  

I turned my headτa smoking shell  

Veiled me his dying throes.  

 

But fast on vengeful foot was I;  

His steed fell, too, and was left to die;  

IŜ ŦƭŜŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀ ǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ ŎƘŀƴƴŜƭ ŘǊȅ  

Made way to the rolling stream.  

 

Red as my rage the huge sun sank.  

aȅ ŦƻŜ ōŜƴǘ ƭƻǿ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ ōŀƴƪ  

And deep of the kindly flood he drank  

While the giant stars broke forth.  

 

Then face to face and man to man  

I fought him where the river ran,  

While the trembling palm held up its fan  

And emerald serpents lay.  

 

The mad, remorseless bullets broke  

From tongues of flame in the sulphur smoke;  

The air was rent till the desert spoke  

To the echoing hills afar.  

 

Hot from his lips the curses burst;  

He fell! The sands were slaked of thirst;  

A stream in the stream ran dark at first,  

And the stones grew red as hearts.  

 

I shot him where the Rio flows;  

I shot him when the moon arose;  

And where he lies the vulture knowsτ  

Along the Tinto River.  

 

But where she lies to none is known  

Save to my poor heart and a lonely stone  

On which I sit and weep alone  

Where the cactus stars are white.  
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Where I shall lie, no man can say;  

The flowers all are fallen away;  

The desert is so drear and grey,  

O Marta of Milrone!  

 

 

Herman George Scheffauer 
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Pardners 

You bad-eyed, tough-mouthed son-of-a-gun,  

¸ŜΩǊŜ ŀ ƘŀǊŘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōŜŀǎǘ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀƪΣ  

.ǳǘ ȅŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜǊŎŜst kind of a run  

!ƴΩ ȅŜΩǊŜ ǉǳƛŎƪ ŀǎ ŀ ǊŀǘǘƭŜǎƴŀƪŜΦ  

Ye jolted me good when we first met  

In the dust of that bare corral,  

!ƴΩ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǿƛƭƭ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ  

The fight we fit, old pal.  

 

But nowτwell, say, old hoss, if John  

D. Rockefeller shud come  

With all the riches his paws are on  

And want to buy you, you bum,  

LΩŘ ƭŀǳƎƘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴΩ Ǉŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŜŎƪ  

!ƴΩ ǎŀȅ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ƭƻǳŘ ŀƴΩ ǎǘǊƻƴƎΥ  

άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴΩǘ ǎŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛǎ ŘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻƭŘ ǿǊŜŎƪ  

For all your wealthτǎƻ ƭƻƴƎΗέ  

 

For we have slept on the barren plains  

AƴΩ ŎǳŘŘƭŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭŘΤ  

²ŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘŜƳǇŜǎǘǎ ƻŦ ŘǊƛǾƛƴΩ Ǌŀƛƴǎ  

When the heaviest thunder rolled;  

²ŜΩǾŜ ǊŀŎŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŦƛǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴŜ ǇǊŀƛǊŜŜ  

!ƴΩ Ǌǳƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƳŀŘ ǎǘŀƳǇŜŘŜΤ  

!ƴΩ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƴƻ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōǳȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜ  

! ǇŀǊŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǘȅƭŜ ŀƴΩ ōreed.  

 

{ƻ L ǊŜŎƪƻƴ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǎǘƛŎƪ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ ǇŀǊŘΣ  

Till one of us cashes in;  

¸Ŝ ΨǊŜ ǿƛǊȅ ŀƴΩ ǘƻǳƎƘ ŀƴΩ ƳƛƎƘǘȅ ƘŀǊŘΣ  

!ƴΩ ƘƻƳŜƭƛŜǊΣ ǘƻƻΣ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƛƴΦ  

.ǳǘ ȅŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴΩ ȅŜǊ ƘŜŀǊǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ  

!ƴΩ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǇŀǊŘƴŜǊΣ ǘƻƻΣ  

!ƴΩ ƛŦ ȅŜΩǾŜ ŀ ǎƻǳƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŎƭŜŀƴ ŀƴΩ ǿƘƛǘŜΣ  

¸ƻǳ ǳƎƭȅ ƻƭΩ ǎŎƻǳƴŘǊŜƭΣ ȅƻǳΗ  

 

Berton Braley 
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The Meeting 

²ƘŜƴ ǿŀƭƪƛƴΩ Řƻǿƴ ŀ Ŏƛǘȅ ǎǘǊŜŜǘΣ  

Two thousand miles from home,  

¢ƘŜ ǇŀǾŜǎǘƻƴŜǎ ƘǳǊǘƛƴΩ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜǘ  

That never ought to roam,  

A pony just reached to one side  

And grabbed me by the clothes;  

He smelled the sagebrush, durn his hide!  

You bet a pony knows!  

 

I stopped and petted him, and seen  

A brand upon his side;  

LΩƭƭ ōŜǘΣ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŀƛǊƛŜ ƎǊŜŜƴΣ  

He useter hit his stride;  

Some puncher of the gentle cow  

Had owned himτthat I knows;  

²ƘƛŎƘ ǎŀƳŜ ƛǎ ǿƘȅ ƘŜ ƧŜǎǘ ǎŀȅǎΥ άIƻǿΗ  

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎŀƎŜōǊǳǎƘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΦέ  

 

He knowed the smellτno doubt it waked  

Him out of some bright dream;  

In some far stream his thirst is slakedτ  

He sees the mountains gleam;  

He bears his rider far and fast,  

And real the hull thing grows  

²ƘŜƴ L ŎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘŜǊ ŘǊƛŦǘƛƴΩ Ǉŀǎǘ  

With sagebrush in my clothes.  

 

Poor little hoss! LǘΩǎ ǘƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ōŜ  

Away from that fair landτ  

Away from that wide prairie sea  

With all its vistas grand;  

I feel for you, old hoss, I doτ  

LǘΩǎ ƘŀǊŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƭƛŦŜ ƎƻŜǎΤ  

LΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ōŀŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳτ  

Back where that sagebrush grows!  

 

Arthur Chapman 
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Two-Bits 

Where the shimmering sands of the desert beat  

Lƴ ǿŀǾŜǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻǘƘƛƭƭǎΩ ǊǳƎƎŜŘ ƭƛƴŜΣ  

And cat-claw and cactus and brown mesquite  

Elbow the cedar and mountain pine;  

Under the dip of a wind-swept hill,  

Like a little gray hawk Fort Whipple clung;  

The fort was a pen of peeled pine logs  

And forty troopers the army strong.  

 

At the very gates when the darkness fell,  

Prowling Mohave and Yavapai  

Signalled with shrill coyote yell,  

hǊ ƳƻŎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƻǿƭΩǎ ǇƛŜǊŎƛƴƎ ŎǊȅΤ  

Till once when the guard turned shuddering  

For a trace in the east of the welcome dawn,  

Spent, wounded, a courier reeled to his feet; τ  

ά!ǇŀŎƘŜǎ ς rising ς Wingate τ ǿŀǊƴΗέ  

 

ά!ƴŘ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻƻǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 5ŀǘŜ /ǊŜŜƪ /ŀƳǇΗέ  

¢ƘŜ /ŀǇǘŀƛƴ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΥ ά¢ƘƻǎŜ ŘŜǾƛƭǎ ƘŜŀǊŘΗέ  

White-lipped he called for a volunteer  

¢ƻ ǊƛŘŜ ά¢ǿƻ-.ƛǘǎέ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊǊȅ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ  

ά!ƭƻƴŜΤ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ƎŀƳŜ ƻŦ ƘƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜƪΤ  

hƴŜ Ƴŀƴ Ƴŀȅ ǿƛƴ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘŜƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦŀƛƭΦέ  

Himself the saddle and cinches set  

!ƴŘ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ά¢ǿƻ-.ƛǘǎέ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ±ŜǊŘŞ ¢ǊŀƛƭΦ  

 

ά¢ǿƻ-.ƛǘǎΗέ Iƻǿ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƻƪŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀǎŜΗ  

The bravest soul of them all was he!  

Hero of many a hard-won race,  

With a hundred scars for his pedigree.  

Wary of ambush, and keen of trail,  

Old in wisdom of march and fray;  

And the grizzled veteran seemed to know  

The lives that hung on his hoofs that day.  
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ά! ǿŜŜƪΗ DƻŘ ǎǇŜŜŘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ƭŜǎǎΗ  

wƛŘŜ ōȅ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊ ƻƴΦέ  

Caps were swung in a silent cheer,  

A quick salute, and the word was gone.  

Sunrise, threading the Point of Rocks;  

Dusk, in the canyons dark and grim  

Where, coiled like a rope flung down the cliffs,  

The trail crawls up to the frowning rim.  

 

A pebble turned, a spark out-struck  

From steel-shod hoofs on the treacherous flint,  

Ears strain, eyes wait in the rocks above  

For the faintest whisper, the farthest glint;  

But shod with silence and robed with night  

They pass untracked, and mile by mile  

The hills divide for the flying feet,  

And the stars lean low to guide the-while.  

 

Never a plumed quail hid her nest  

With the stealthiest care that a mother may,  

As crouched at dawn in the chaparral  

These two, whom a heart-beat might betray.  

So, hiding and riding, night by night;  

Four days, and the end of the journey near;  

The fort just hid in the distant hills τ 

But hist! A whisper τ a breath of fear!  

 

They wheel and turn τ too late. Ping! Ping!  

From their very feet a fiery jet.  

A lurch, a plunge, and the brave old horse  

Leaped out with his broad breast torn and wet.  

Ping! Thud! On his neck the rider swayed;  

Ten thousand deaths if he reeled and fell!  

Behind, exultant, the painted horde  

Poured down like a skirmish line from hell.  

 

Not yet! Not yet! Those ringing hoofs  

Have scarred their triumph on many a course;  

And the desperate, blood-trailed chase swept on,  

!ǇŀŎƘŜ ǎƛƴŜǿǎ ΨƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǿƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƘƻǊǎŜΦ  

Hour crowding hour till the yells died back,  

Till the pat of the moccasined feet was gone;  
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And dumb to heeding of foe or fear  

The rider dropped, τ but the horse kept on.  

 

Stiff and stumbling and spent and sore,  

Plodding the long miles doggedly;  

Till the daybreak bugles of Wingate rang  

And a faint neigh answered the reveillé.  

Wide swung the gates τ a wounded horse τ  

Red-dabbled pouches and riding gear;  

A shout, a hurry, a quick-flung word τ 

!ƴŘ ά.ƻƻǘǎ ŀƴŘ {ŀŘŘƭŜǎέ ǊŀƴƎ ǎƘŀǊǇ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŜŀǊΦ  

 

Like a stern commander the old horse turned  

As the troop filed out, and straight to the head  

He guided them back on that weary trail  

Till he fell by his fallen rider τ dead τ 

But the man and the message saved. And he  

Whose brave heart carried the double load,  

With his last trust kept and his last race won τ 

They buried him there on the Wingate road.  

 

 

Sharlot Meredith Hall 
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El Hijo del Mar 

This is a story of long ago  

Before Ugarté of Mexico  

The keel of his holy vessel laid;  

Before the Monterey Cross was made,  

Or masses sung by Junipero.  

An old vaquero passing away  

Told it beside Estero Bay,  

While his horse listened outside the door,  

Lifting and shaking his hackamore τ 

 

Listened as if he had dreamed the lore  

Of that brown Arab who swam ashore  

Through mighty waves, through sea-fog gray,  

²ƛǘƘ ǎƘƛǇΩǎ ōŜƭƭǎ ǿŀƛƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ŘŀȅΤ  

Doubtfully watching two strangers near,  

Gringos and Northerners τ that was clear!  

τ Sadly the brown colt chafed at the door,  

τ Sadly old Juan looked forth once more.  

 

Down his half-roofed adobé old,  

The Spaniard whispered of ship-wrecked gold.  

Crazy Old Juan τ they called him there  

But still he talked of a galleon fair,  

Blown out of her track from Asian isles,  

Northward for many wearying miles,  

Rudder broken and canvas in rags,  

Hurled at last on those outer crags.  

 

One brown stallion τ a wonderful steed τ 

Won safe to shore τ and still his breed,  

His bold, brown Arabs master the hills.  

Each carries proudly his great white star, τ 

[ƻǳŘ ǿƘƛƴƴƛŜŘ WǳŀƴΩǎ Ŏƻƭǘ 9ƭ IƛƧƻ ŘŜƭ aŀǊΗ  

 

Sometimes the ocean rises and fills  

Its endless murmurs with brooding ills.  

Sighings of women come from the deep,  
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Cryings of children waked from sleep.  

Sometimes the tides of Estero Bay  

Bring oaken timbers to light of day;  

Once a golden cup for blessed wine,  

Last filled for some girl of ancient line,  

As the storied galleon hung a breath  

And slowly slid to her ocean death.  

 

 

Charles Howard Shinn 
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Riding Song 

Let us ride together, τ  

Blowing mane and hair,  

Careless of the weather,  

Miles ahead of care,  

Ring of hoof and snaffle,  

Swing of waist and hip,  

Trotting down the twisted road  

With the world let slip.  

 

Let us laugh together, τ 

Merry as of old,  

To the creak of leather  

And the morning cold.  

Break into a canter;  

Shout to bank and tree;  

Rocking down the waking trail,  

Steady hand and knee.  

 

Take the life of cities!  

IŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƛŦŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ  

Ψ¢ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ǇƛǘƛŜǎ  

Not to gallop free.  

{ƻ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǊƛŘŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ  

Comrade, you and I,  

Careless of the weather,  

Letting care go by.  

 

 

Anonymous 
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Orient and Occident 
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The Ballad of East and West 

Oh, East is East, and West is West, and never the twain shall meet, 

¢ƛƭƭ 9ŀǊǘƘ ŀƴŘ {ƪȅ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘƭȅ ŀǘ DƻŘΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ WǳŘƎƳŜƴǘ {ŜŀǘΤ 

But there is neither East nor West, Border, nor Breed, nor Birth, 

²ƘŜƴ ǘǿƻ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ƳŜƴ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜΣ ǘƘƻΩ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ŝarth! 

 

Kamal is out with twenty men to raise the Border-side, 

!ƴŘ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭΩǎ ƳŀǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭΩǎ ǇǊƛŘŜΥ 

He has lifted her out of the stable-door between the dawn and the day, 

And turned the calkins upon her feet, and ridden her far away. 

 

¢ƘŜƴ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǘƘŜ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭΩǎ ǎƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŜŘ ŀ ǘǊƻƻǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DǳƛŘŜǎΥ 

άLǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ƳŜƴ Ŏŀƴ ǎŀȅ ǿƘŜǊŜ YŀƳŀƭ ƘƛŘŜǎΚέ 

Then up and spoke Mahommed Khan, the son of the Ressaldar: 

άLŦ ȅŜ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ-mist, ye know where his pickets are. 

 

At dusk he harries the Abazai τ at dawn he is into Bonair, 

But he must go by Fort Bukloh to his own place to fare, 

So if ye gallop to Fort Bukloh as fast as a bird can fly, 

By the favour of God ye may cut him off ere he win to the Tongue of Jagai. 

 

But if he be past the Tongue of Jagai, right swiftly turn ye then, 

CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƴƎǘƘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŀŘǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƎǊƛǎƭȅ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ƛǎ ǎƻǿƴ ǿƛǘƘ YŀƳŀƭΩǎ ƳŜƴΦ 

There is rock to the left, and rock to the right, and low lean thorn between, 

And ye may hear a breech-ōƻƭǘ ǎƴƛŎƪ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƛǎ ǎŜŜƴΦέ 

 

¢ƘŜ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭΩǎ ǎƻƴ Ƙŀǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŀ Ǌŀǿ ǊƻǳƎƘ Řǳƴ ǿŀǎ ƘŜΣ 

With the mouth of a bell and the heart of Hell and the head of the gallows-tree. 

¢ƘŜ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭΩǎ ǎƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ CƻǊǘ Ƙŀǎ ǿƻƴΣ ǘƘŜȅ ōƛŘ ƘƛƳ ǎǘŀȅ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ τ 

Who rides at the tail of a Border thief, he sits not long at his meat. 

 

IŜΩǎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ CƻǊǘ .ǳƪƭƻƘ ŀǎ Ŧŀǎǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ŦƭȅΣ 

¢ƛƭƭ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǿŀǊŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƳŀǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻƴƎǳŜ ƻŦ WŀƎŀƛΣ 

¢ƛƭƭ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǿŀǊŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƳŀǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ YŀƳŀƭ ǳǇƻƴ her back, 

And when he could spy the white of her eye, he made the pistol crack. 
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He has fired once, he has fired twice, but the whistling ball went wide. 

ά¸Ŝ ǎƘƻƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊΣέ YŀƳŀƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{Ƙƻǿ ƴƻǿ ƛŦ ȅŜ Ŏŀƴ ǊƛŘŜΦέ 

LǘΩǎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ¢ƻƴƎǳŜ ƻŦ WŀƎŀi, as blown dustdevils go, 

The dun he fled like a stag of ten, but the mare like a barren doe. 

 

The dun he leaned against the bit and slugged his head above, 

But the red mare played with the snaffle-bars, as a maiden plays with a glove. 

There was rock to the left and rock to the right, and low lean thorn between, 

And thrice he heard a breech-ōƻƭǘ ǎƴƛŎƪ ǘƘƻΩ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀǎ ǎŜŜƴΦ 

 

They have ridden the low moon out of the sky, their hoofs drum up the dawn, 

The dun he went like a wounded bull, but the mare like a new-roused fawn. 

The dun he fell at a water-course τ in a woful heap fell he, 

And Kamal has turned the red mare back, and pulled the rider free. 

 

He has knocked the pistol out of his hand τ small room was there to strive, 

άΨ¢ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ōȅ ŦŀǾƻǳǊ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŜΣέ ǉǳƻǘƘ ƘŜΣ άȅŜ ǊƻŘŜ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƭƛǾŜΥ 

There was not a rock for twenty mile, there was not a clump of tree, 

But covered a man of my own men with his rifle cocked on his knee. 

 

If I had raised my bridle-hand, as I have held it low, 

The little jackals that flee so fast were feasting all in a row: 

If I had bowed my head on my breast, as I have held it high, 

¢ƘŜ ƪƛǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘƛǎǘƭŜǎ ŀōƻǾŜ ǳǎ ƴƻǿ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻǊƎŜŘ ǘƛƭƭ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ŦƭȅΦέ 

 

[ƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭΩǎ ǎƻƴΥ ά5ƻ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ōƛǊŘ ŀƴŘ ōŜŀǎǘΣ 

But count who come for the broken meats before thou makest a feast. 

If there should follow a thousand swords to carry my bones away, 

.ŜƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛŎŜ ƻŦ ŀ ƧŀŎƪŀƭΩǎ ƳŜŀƭ ǿŜǊŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ǘƘƛŜŦ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇŀȅΦ 

 

They will feed their horse on the standing crop, their men on the garnered grain, 

The thatch of the byres will serve their fires when all the cattle are slain. 

But if thou thinkest the price be fair, τ thy brethren wait to sup, 

The hound is kin to the jackal-spawn, τ howl, dog, and call them up! 

 

And if thou thinkest the price be high, in steer and gear and stack, 

DƛǾŜ ƳŜ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƳŀǊŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƭƭ ŦƛƎƘǘ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ǿŀȅ ōŀŎƪΗέ 

Kamal has gripped him by the hand and set him upon his feet. 

άbƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ ƻŦ ŘƻƎǎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜΣ άǿƘŜƴ ǿƻƭŦ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀȅ ǿƻƭŦ ƳŜŜǘΦ 
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May I eat dirt if thou hast hurt of me in deed or breath; 

²Ƙŀǘ ŘŀƳ ƻŦ ƭŀƴŎŜǎ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜŜ ŦƻǊǘƘ ǘƻ ƧŜǎǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Řŀǿƴ ǿƛǘƘ 5ŜŀǘƘΚέ 

[ƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭΩǎ ǎƻƴΥ άL ƘƻƭŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŎƭŀƴΥ 

¢ŀƪŜ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƎƛŦǘ τ ōȅ DƻŘΣ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ŀ ƳŀƴΗέ 

 

The reŘ ƳŀǊŜ Ǌŀƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭΩǎ ǎƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƴǳȊȊƭŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǎǘΤ 

ά²Ŝ ōŜ ǘǿƻ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ƳŜƴΣέ ǎŀƛŘ YŀƳŀƭ ǘƘŜƴΣ άōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ƭƻǾŜǘƘ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ōŜǎǘΦ 

{ƻ ǎƘŜ ǎƘŀƭƭ Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭƛŦǘŜǊΩǎ ŘƻǿŜǊΣ Ƴȅ ǘǳǊǉǳƻƛǎŜ-studded rein, 

My broidered saddle and saddle-cloth, and silver sǘƛǊǊǳǇǎ ǘǿŀƛƴΦέ 

 

¢ƘŜ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭΩǎ ǎƻƴ ŀ Ǉƛǎǘƻƭ ŘǊŜǿ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭŘ ƛǘ ƳǳȊȊƭŜ-end, 

ά¸Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŦƻŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜΤ άǿƛƭƭ ȅŜ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΚέ 

ά! ƎƛŦǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƎƛŦǘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ YŀƳŀƭ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘΤ άŀ ƭƛƳō ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ǌƛǎƪ ƻŦ ŀ ƭƛƳōΦ 

Thy father has sent his sƻƴ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ LΩƭƭ ǎŜƴŘ Ƴȅ ǎƻƴ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΗέ 

 

With that he whistled his only son, that dropped from a mountain-crest τ 

He trod the ling like a buck in spring, and he looked like a lance in rest. 

άbƻǿ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘȅ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΣέ YŀƳŀƭ ǎŀƛŘΣ άǿƘƻ ƭŜŀŘǎ ŀ ǘǊƻƻǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DǳƛŘŜǎ, 

And thou must ride at his left side as shield on shoulder rides. 

 

Till Death or I cut loose the tie, at camp and board and bed, 

Thy life is his τ thy fate it is to guard him with thy head. 

{ƻΣ ǘƘƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ Ŝŀǘ ǘƘŜ ²ƘƛǘŜ vǳŜŜƴΩǎ ƳŜŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ƘŜǊ ŦƻŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǘƘine, 

!ƴŘ ǘƘƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǊǊȅ ǘƘȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƘƻƭŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇŜŀŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ .ƻǊŘŜǊ-line, 

 

And thou must make a trooper tough and hack thy way to power τ 

.ŜƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ǊŀƛǎŜ ǘƘŜŜ ǘƻ wŜǎǎŀƭŘŀǊ ǿƘŜƴ L ŀƳ ƘŀƴƎŜŘ ƛƴ tŜǎƘŀǿǳǊΦέ 

They have looked each other between the eyes, and there they found no fault, 

They have taken the Oath of the Brother-in-Blood on leavened bread and salt: 

 

They have taken the Oath of the Brother-in-Blood on fire and fresh-cut sod, 

On the hilt and the haft of the Khyber knife, and the Wondrous Names of God. 

¢ƘŜ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭΩǎ ǎƻƴ ƘŜ ǊƛŘŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǊŜ ŀƴŘ YŀƳŀƭΩǎ ōƻȅ ǘƘŜ ŘǳƴΣ 

And two have come back to Fort Bukloh where there went forth but one. 

 

And when they drew to the Quarter-Guard, full twenty swords flew clear τ 

There was not a man but carried his feud with the blood of the mountaineer. 

άIŀΩ ŘƻƴŜΗ ƘŀΩ ŘƻƴŜΗέ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭΩǎ ǎƻƴΦ άtǳǘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜŜƭ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛŘŜǎΗ 

Last night ye had struck at a Border thief τ to-ƴƛƎƘǘ Ψǘƛǎ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DǳƛŘŜǎΗέ 
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Oh, East is East, and West is West, and never the twain shall meet, 

¢ƛƭƭ 9ŀǊǘƘ ŀƴŘ {ƪȅ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘƭȅ ŀǘ DƻŘΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ WǳŘƎƳŜƴǘ {ŜŀǘΤ 

But there is neither East nor West, Border, nor Breed, nor Birth, 

²ƘŜƴ ǘǿƻ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ƳŜƴ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜΣ ǘƘƻΩ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊǘƘΗ  

 

 

Rudyard Kipling 
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The Riding Camel 

L ǿŀǎ WǳƴŘŀΩǎ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ŎŀƳŜƭΦ L ǿŜƴǘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴΦ  

I was hung with shells of the Orient from saddle and cinch and rein.  

I was sour as a snake to handle and rough as a rock to ride,  

But I could keep up with the west ǿƛƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ǇŀŎŜ ǿŀǎ WǳƴŘŀΩǎ ǇǊƛŘŜΦ  

 

L ǿŀǎ WǳƴŘŀΩǎ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ŎŀƳŜƭΦ ²ƘŜƴ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǿŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƻǳǊ ƭŀƴŘ  

Camels were rare on the Queensland tracks as ropes made out of the sand;  

But slowly we conquered a kingdom till down through the dust and heat  

Not a road from the Gulf to the Border but carried the print of our feet.  

 

And I was the riding camel. I carried him τ Junda Khan τ 

The dark-skinned Afghan devil made in the mould of a man!  

I gave no service to others, yellow, or white, or brown,  

But Junda Khan was my ƳŀǎǘŜǊΤ L ƪƴŜƭǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ άIƻƻǎƘŜŘΗέ ƳŜ ŘƻǿƴΦ  

 

When the gloom on his forehead gathered, when he fingered the blade at his belt,  

The men who handled the nose-strings knelt low as the camels knelt;  

For each of them τ beast and driver τ from Koot to the camel-foal,  

Knew that the man who led them owned them body and soul.  

 

Northward I carried my master. The creek by the road was dry;  

The sun like a burning wagon-wheel rolled down the western sky;  

The dust was white on the saltbush, the ruts were deep in the road,  

And the camel behind me grunted at every lurch of his load.  

 

A dust-whirl rose in the bushes and circled into the sky,  

The shells on my harness rattled as its burning breath went by.  

And out of the endless distance, clear-Ŏǳǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ ŜŘge, lone,  

Like a silver sail on the ocean the roof of a homestead shone.  

 

The white man stood at my shoulder, sunburnt, lissome and straight;  

Lƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŜǇ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŀǎ ŀƴƎŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŀǘŎƘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ !ŦƎƘŀƴΩǎ ƘŀǘŜΦ  

L ƪƴƻǿ ƴƻ ǿƻǊŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŀǊǊŜƭΣ ǘƘŜ άIƻƻǎƘ-tŀΗέ ŎŀƳŜ ŀƴŘ L ƪƴŜƭǘΤ  

And Junda sprang from my saddle, and the knife leapt out of his belt.  
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There was a cry in the sunset, an echo that rang at the ford;  

Then silence fell on the roadway till a scared bull-camel roared.  

My master turned and mounted; I felt the sting of his goad,  

And we swept away through the saltbush; and the rest stood still on the road.  

 

The night came up from the river, darksome and deep and drear.  

Swift were my feet on the sandhill, but swifter followed his fear.  

When the stars were dim in the daylight and the moon on the mulga, low,  

A hundred miles of desert lay between the blade and the blow.  

 

We were far from the fetter of fences and far from the dwellings of men,  

Yet for less than an hour he rested, then mounted and rode again.  

I was sore and weary and thirsty when out of the blaze of noon,  

We camped in the shade of a wilga clump and drank at a long lagoon.  

 

Ah! Never was life-blood taken of white, or yellow, or brown,  

But the keen-eyed men in the helmets have ridden the taker down!  

Never a trail on the sandhill of camel, or horse, or shoe,  

Crossed by a hundred others but the trackers have tracked it through!  

 

Sore of the saddle and weary, Junda, the killer, slept;  

But I, I watched from the bushes while the armed avenger crept.  

Sharp came the call in the English tongue, and my master sprang from sleep,  

Hand to the hilt of his Khyber knife, crouched for his one swift leap.  

 

Brave are these outpost English, but simple as children be;  

The pistol-barrel that held hiǎ ƭƛŦŜ ƘǳƴƎ ƭƻƻǎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻƻǇŜǊΩǎ ƪƴŜŜΦ  

There was a flash in the sunlight, the gleam of a long, blue blade,  

A cry in the noontide stillness, a corpse on the sand-hill laid.  

 

I was his riding camel; but deep in my heart there stirred  

Something of lust and anger I could not name in a word.  

When he came to me swift and sudden, the blood-red knife in his belt,  

I could not kneel at his bidding as I and my sires had knelt.  

 

Wrath at his long-time goading, fear of his cruel hand  

Made me a raging devil thaǘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƴƻ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘΦ  

And when he struck at my nostrils, mad with his human fear,  

I clenched my teeth in his shoulder and clung till the blood ran clear.  
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L ƪƴŜƭǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ǿŜƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ŎǊǳǎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ŘƛŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǘ !ƭƭŀƘΩǎ DŀǘŜ  

The soul of him sobs and trembles where the grim Black Camels wait.  

Could I do else, my brothers, I who remembered then  

The moan of the laden pack-ōŜŀǎǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ WǳƴŘŀΩǎ ƳŜƴΚ  

 

William Henry Ogilvie 
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Muleykeh 

If a stranger passed the teƴǘ ƻŦ IƻǎŜȅƴΣ ƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘΣ ά! ŎƘǳǊƭΩǎΗέ 

hǊ ƘŀǇƭȅΣ άDƻŘ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǎŀƭǘ ƴƻǊ ōǊŜŀŘΗέ 

άbŀȅΣέ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳΣ άƘŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ƴƻǊ Ǉƛǘȅ ƴƻǊ ǎŎƻǊƴ 

More than who spends small thought on the shore-sand, picking pearls, 

Holds but in light esteem the seed-sort, bears instead 

On his breast a moon-like prize, some orb which of night makes morn. 

 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ƴƻ ŦƭƻŎƪǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊŘǎ ŜƴǊƛŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƴ ƻŦ {ƛƴŀƴΚ 

They went when his tribe was mulct, ten thousand camels the due, 

Blood-value paid perforce for a murder done of old. 

ΨDƻŘ ƎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƳΣ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ƎƻΗ .ǳǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƛƳŜ ōŜƎŀƴΣ 

Muleykeh, peerless mare, owned master the match of you, 

!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ Ƴȅ ǇǊƛȊŜΣ Ƴȅ tŜŀǊƭΤ L ƭŀǳƎƘ ŀǘ ƳŜƴΩǎ ƭŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƎƻƭŘΗΩ 

 

ά{ƻ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛŘŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻǳƭ ƭŀǳƎƘǎ IƻǎŜȅƴτand right, I say. 

Do the ten steeds run a race of glory? Outstripping all, 

9ǾŜǊ aǳƭŜȅƪŜƘ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎǘŜŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎǘƻǊΩǎ ǎǘŀŦŦΦ 

²Ƙƻ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ ƻǿƴŜǊΩǎ ƘƻǇŜΣ ƎŜǘǎ ǎƘŀƳŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƴŀƳŜŘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŀȅΦ 

Ψ{ƛƭŜƴŎŜΣΩ ƻǊΣ ƭŀǎǘ ōǳǘ ƻƴŜΣ ƛǎ Ψ¢ƘŜ /ǳŦŦŜŘΣΩ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǳǎŜ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ 

²ƘƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇŀŘŘƻŎƪΩǎ ƭƻǊŘ ǘƘǊǳǎǘǎ ŦƻǊǘƘΦ wƛƎƘǘΣ IƻǎŜȅƴΣ L ǎŀȅΣ ǘƻ ƭŀǳƎƘΗέ 

 

ά.ƻŀǎǘǎ ƘŜ aǳƭŜȅƪŜƘ ǘƘŜ tŜŀǊƭΚέ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊ ǊŜǇƭƛŜǎΥ ά.Ŝ ǎǳǊŜ 

On him I waste nor scorn nor pity, but lavish both 

On Duhl the son of Sheyban, who withers away in heart 

CƻǊ ŜƴǾȅ ƻŦ IƻǎŜȅƴΩǎ ƭǳŎƪΦ {ǳŎƘ ǎƛckness admits no cure. 

A certain poet has sung, and sealed the same with an oath, 

ΨCƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǾǳƭƎŀǊτŦƭƻŎƪǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊŘǎΗ ¢ƘŜ tŜŀǊƭ ƛǎ ŀ ǇǊƛȊŜ ŀǇŀǊǘΦΩέ 

 

[ƻΣ 5ǳƘƭ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƴ ƻŦ {ƘŜȅōŀƴ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ IƻǎŜȅƴΩǎ ǘŜƴǘΣ 

!ƴŘ ƘŜ Ŏŀǎǘǎ Ƙƛǎ ǎŀŘŘƭŜ ŘƻǿƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŜƴǘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ άtŜŀŎŜΗέ ōƛŘǎ ƘŜΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǇƻƻǊΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǳǎŜΥ Ƴȅ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƳŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ 

Ψ¢ƛǎ ǎŀƛŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ tŜŀǊƭτthe price of a hundred camels spent 

In her purchase were scarce ill paid; such prudence is far from me 

Who proffer a thousand. Speak! Long parley may last ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎΦέ 
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{ŀƛŘ IƻǎŜȅƴΣ ά¸ƻǳ ŦŜŜŘ ȅƻǳƴƎ ōŜŀǎǘǎ ŀ ƳŀƴȅΣ ƻŦ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ ōǊŜŜŘΣ 

Slit-eared, unblemished, fat, true offspring of Muzennem: 

There stumbles no weak-eyed she in the line as it climbs the hill. 

.ǳǘ L ƭƻǾŜ aǳƭŜȅƪŜƘΩǎ ŦŀŎŜΤ ƘŜǊ ŦƻǊŜŦǊƻƴǘ ǿƘƛǘŜƴǎ ƛƴŘŜŜŘ 

[ƛƪŜ ŀ ȅŜƭƭƻǿƛǎƘ ǿŀǾŜΩǎ ŎǊŜŀƳ-crest. Your camelsτgo gaze on them! 

Her fetlock is foam-ǎǇƭŀǎƘŜŘ ǘƻƻΦ aȅǎŜƭŦ ŀƳ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŎƘŜǊ ǎǘƛƭƭΦέ 

 

A year goes by; lo, back to the tent again rides Duhl. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƻǇŜƴ-hearted, ayeτmoist-handed, a very prince. 

Why should I speak of sale? Be the mare your simple gift! 

aȅ ǎƻƴ ƛǎ ǇƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŘŜŀǘƘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ōŜŀǳǘȅΤ Ƴȅ ǿƛŦŜ ǇǊƻƳǇǘǎΣ ΨCƻƻƭΣ 

Beg for his sake the Pearl! Be God the rewarder, since 

DƻŘ Ǉŀȅǎ ŘŜōǘǎ ǎŜǾŜƴ ŦƻǊ ƻƴŜΤ ǿƘƻ ǎǉǳŀƴŘŜǊǎ ƻƴ IƛƳ ǎƘƻǿǎ ǘƘǊƛŦǘΦΩέ 

 

{ŀƛŘ IƻǎŜȅƴΣ άDƻŘ ƎƛǾŜǎ each man one life, like a lamp, then gives 

That lamp due measure of oil; lamp lightedτhold high, wave wide 

Its comfort for others to share! once quench it, what help is left? 

The oil of your lamp is your son, I shine while Muleykeh lives. 

Would I beg your son to cheer my dark if Muleykeh died? 

It is life against lifeτwhat good avails to the life-ōŜǊŜŦǘΚέ 

 

Another year, andτhist! What craft is it Duhl designs? 

He alights not at the door of the tent as he did last time, 

But, creeping behind, he gropes his stealthy way by the trench 

Half-round till he finds the flap in the folding, for night combines 

With the robberτand such is he: Duhl, covetous up to crime, 

aǳǎǘ ǿǊƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ IƻǎŜȅƴΩǎ ƎǊŀǎǇ ǘƘŜ tŜŀǊƭΣ ōȅ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿǊŜƴŎƘΦ 

 

άIŜ ǿŀǎ ƘǳƴƎŜǊ-bitten, I heard; I tempted with half my store, 

And a gibe was all my thanks. Is he generous like Spring dew? 

Account the fault to me who chaffered with such an one! 

He has killed, to feast chance comers, the creature he rode; nay, moreτ 

For a couple of singing-girls his robe has he torn in twoτ 

I will beg! Yet I nowise gained by the tale of my wife and son. 

 

άL ǎǿŜŀǊ ōȅ ǘƘŜ Iƻƭȅ IƻǳǎŜΣ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ǿƛƭƭ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿŀǎƘ 

Till I filch his Pearl away. Fair dealing I tried, then guile, 

And now I resort to force. He said we must live or die; 

Let him die, thenτlet me live! Be boldτbut not too rash! 

I have found me a peeping-place; breast, bury your breathing while 

I explore for myself! Now, breathe! He deceived me not, the spy! 
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ά!ǎ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘτthere lies in peace Hoseynτhow happy! Beside 

Stands tethered the Pearl; thrice winds her headstall about his wrist; 

Ψ¢ƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ǎƭŜŜǇǎ ǎƻ ǎƻǳƴŘτthe moon through the roof reveals. 

And, loose on his left, stands too that other, known far and wide, 

Buheyseh, her sister born; fleet is she yet ever missed 

TƘŜ ǿƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǘŀƛƭΩǎ ŦƛǊŜ-flash a-stream past the thunderous heels. 

 

άbƻ ƭŜǎǎ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ǎŀŘŘƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ōǊƛŘƭŜŘΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΣ ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƘƛŜŦ 

Should enter and seize and fly with the first, as I mean to do. 

What then? The Pearl is the Pearlτonce mount her we bƻǘƘ ŜǎŎŀǇŜΦέ 

Through the skirt-fold in glides Duhlτso a serpent disturbs no leaf 

In a bush as he parts the twigs entwining a nest; clean through, 

He is noiselessly at his work; as he planned, he performs the rape. 

 

He has set the tent-door wide, has buckled the girth, has clipped 

The headstall away from the wrist he leaves thrice bound as before, 

He springs on the Pearl, is launched on the desert like bolt from bow. 

Up starts our plundered man; from his breast though the heart be ripped, 

Yet his mind has the mastery. Behold, in a minute more, 

He is out and off and away on Buheyseh, whose worth we know! 

 

And Hoseynτhis blood turns flame, he has learned long since to ride, 

And Buheyseh does her partτthey gainτthey are gaining fast 

On the fugitive pair, and Duhl has Ed-Darraj to cross and quit, 

And to reach the ridge El-Sabanτno safety till that be spied! 

And Buheyseh is, bound by bound, but a horse-length off at last, 

For the Pearl has missed the tap of the heel, the touch of the bit. 

 

She shortens her stride, she chafes at her rider the strange and queer: 

Buheyseh is mad with hopeτbeat sister she shall and must, 

Though Duhl, of the hand and heel so clumsy, she has to thank. 

She is near now, nose by tailτthey are neck by croupτjoy! fear! 

What folly makes Hoseyn ǎƘƻǳǘΣ ά5ƻƎ 5ǳƘƭΣ 5ŀƳƴŜŘ ǎƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 5ǳǎǘΣ 

¢ƻǳŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŜŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŜǎǎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ Ŧƻƻǘ Ƴȅ tŜŀǊƭΩǎ ƭŜŦǘ ŦƭŀƴƪΗέ 

 

And Duhl was wise at the word, and Muleykeh as prompt perceived 

Who was urging redoubled pace, and to hear him was to obey, 

And a leap indeed gave she, and evanished for evermore. 

And Hoseyn looked one long last look as who, all bereaved, 

Looks, fain to follow the dead so far as the living may; 

¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ .ǳƘŜȅǎŜƘΩǎ ƴŜŎƪ ǎƭƻǿ ƘƻƳŜǿŀǊŘΣ ǿŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǎƻǊŜΦ 
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And, lo, in the sunrise, still sat Hoseyn upon the ground 

Weeping; and neighbors came, the tribesmen of Benu-Asad 

In the vale of green Er-Rass, and they questioned him of his grief; 

And he told from first to last how, serpent-like, Duhl had wound 

His way to the nest, and how Duhl rode like an ape, so bad! 

And how Buheyseh did wonders, yet Pearl remained with the thief. 

 

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƧŜŜǊŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ ƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭΥ άtƻƻǊ IƻǎŜȅƴ ƛǎ ŎǊŀȊŜŘ Ǉŀǎǘ ƘƻǇŜΗ 

Iƻǿ ŜƭǎŜ ƘŀŘ ƘŜ ǿǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ Ƙƛǎ ǊǳƛƴΣ ƛƴ ŦƻǊǘǳƴŜΩǎ ǎǇƛǘŜΚ 

To have simply held the tongue were a task for boy or girl, 

And here were Muleykeh again, the eyed like an antelope, 

¢ƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ōȅ ŘŀȅΣ ǘƘŜ ǿƛŦŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǎǘ ōȅ ƴƛƎƘǘΗέτ 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǘŜƴ ƛƴ ǎǇŜŜŘΗέ ǿŜǇǘ IƻǎŜȅƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ Ƴȅ tŜŀǊƭΦέ 

 

 

Robert Browning 
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Consul Romanus 

Shod with gold,  

     And bitted with gold,  

Went an Emperor's steed in days of old.  

On gilded oats this Horse was fed,  

'Neath a golden canopy had his bed:  

Rome bent the knee when he came in sight;  

And he lived in a palace of marble white,  

With a hundred slaves to serve his need,  

For he was the Emperor's chosen steed,  

The best and fleetest in all the land,  

And stroked and patted by Caesar's hand;  

And his purple trappings of price untold,  

     Flashed with jewels,  

     And flamed with gold.  

 

And the crazy Emperor laughed, and swore,  

"There is not a king that I honour more;  

For where shall I find, in the Roman throng,  

A man who's as handsome, as fine, as strong,  

Or, among my parasite, fawning ring,  

A friend who's as true as that speechless thing?"  

And he sought about till he found a way,  

  Which gold and jewels could not express,  

His thoughts to the whole wide world to say -- 

  If you hadn't heard it you'd never guess  

  Who made him a consul, nothing less -- 

And the Horse was a consul that self same day.  

 

So, with glittering guards in grand array,  

You can see him a-far on the Appian way,  

Blazing with diamonds like a star,  

Consul Romanus!!  

    S. P. Q. R.  

 

And though patricians may turn and sneer,  

The people laugh and the people jeer, -- 

They laugh at the title turned to scorn,  
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They jeer to see it so proudly borne;  

For he looks so splendid, he steps so high,  

As he tosses his jeweled head to the sky:  

He spurns the earth with such proud disdain,  

As he rattles his priceless bridle chain;  

He is so shapely in every line,  

So full of strength and yet so fine,  

So handsome and so debonnaire,  

So much a gentleman everywhere,  

    That you never saw,  

    Though you've traveled far,  

Such a noble Consul  

    S. P. Q. R.  

 

And when, to finish this equine lay,  

The Emperor died (in a sudden way),  

Reeking with murders, so they say,  

Mad as a hatter, fouled and stained  

With every vice which the world contained;  

Yet he got the tribute the world might pay  

If mad Caligula lived to-day:  

    "There are many worse:  

    He'd his faults, of course;  

But he fostered sport, and he loved a horse."  

 

 

Bertrand Shadwell 
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The Kentucky Thoroughbred 

I love the hoss from hoof to head,  

From head to hoof and tail to mane;  

I love the hoss, as I have said,  

From head to hoof and back again.  

 

I love my God the first of all,  

Then Him that perished on the Cross;  

And next my wife, and then I fall  

Down on my knees and love the hoss.  

 

 

James Whitcomb Riley 
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The Early Morning Ride 

The dawn has left a rosy light  

Where scintillates the frosty sun,  

Your coat is silken, soft and bright,  

Oh, gentle horse, my lovely one.  

 

A while we thread through crowded fares τ 

With careful step and ears erect,  

And arching neck, away she bears  

To streams, where flying clouds reflect.  

 

There, stretched before a mossy bank,  

Its dew of morning still undried; τ 

L ǘƻǳŎƘ Ƴȅ ōŜŀǳǘȅΩǎ ǎƘƛƴƛƴƎ ŦƭŀƴƪΣ  

She lifts her quivering nostril wide,  

 

And, like an arrow in the wind,  

Away, away, we flash as one!  

While playing, straining muscles bend  

Her slender limbs to bear me on.  

 

 

Dorothea Gilroy 
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/ƻƴǊƻȅΩǎ DŀǇ 

¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ƛǘΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ τ 

wȅŀƴ ǿŀǎ άǿŀƴǘŜŘέ ŦƻǊ ǎǘŜŀƭƛƴƎ ǎƘŜŜǇΣ 

And never a trooper, high or low, 

Could find him τ catch a weasel asleep! 

Till Trooper Scott, from the StoŎƪƳŀƴΩǎ CƻǊŘ τ 

! ōǳǎƘƳŀƴΣ ǘƻƻΣ ŀǎ LΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘŜƭƭ τ 

Chanced to find him drunk as a lord 

Round at the Shadow of Death Hotel. 

 

5Ωȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜΚ LǘΩǎ ŀ ǿŀȅǎƛŘŜ ƛƴƴΣ 

A low grog-shanty τ a bushman trap, 

Hiding away in its shame and sin 

Under the sheltŜǊ ƻŦ /ƻƴǊƻȅΩǎ DŀǇ τ 

Under the shade of that frowning range 

The roughest crowd that ever drew breath τ 

Thieves and rowdies, uncouth and strange, 

²ŜǊŜ ƳǳǎǘŜǊŜŘ ǊƻǳƴŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ά{ƘŀŘƻǿ ƻŦ 5ŜŀǘƘέΦ 

 

The trooper knew that his man would slide 

Like a dingo pup, if he saw the chance; 

And with half a start on the mountain side 

Ryan would lead him a merry dance. 

Drunk as he was when the trooper came, 

To him that did not matter a rap τ 

Drunk or sober, he was the same, 

¢ƘŜ ōƻƭŘŜǎǘ ǊƛŘŜǊ ƛƴ /ƻƴǊƻȅΩǎ DŀǇΦ 

 

άL ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳΣ wȅŀƴΣέ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻƻǇŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ 

ά!ƴŘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘŀǊŜ ǊŜǎƛǎǘΣ 

{ƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜ ƘŜŀǾŜƴΣ LΩƭƭ ǎƘƻƻǘ ȅƻǳ ŘŜŀŘΗέ 

IŜ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜŜƭ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊƛǎƻƴŜǊΩǎ ǿǊƛǎǘΣ 

And Ryan, hearing the handcuffs click, 

Recovered his wits as they turned to go, 

For fright will sober a man as quick 

As all the drugs that the doctors know. 
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There was a girl in that shanty bar 

Went by the name of Kate Carew, 

Quiet and shy as the bush girls are, 

But ready-witted and plucky, too. 

She loved this Ryan, or so they say, 

And passing by, while her eyes were dim 

With tears, she said in a careless way, 

ά¢ƘŜ {ǿŀƎƳŀƴΩǎ ǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀōƭŜΣ WƛƳΦέ 

 

{ǇƻƪŜƴ ǘƻƻ ƭƻǿ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻƻǇŜǊΩǎ ŜŀǊΣ 

Why should she care if he heard or not? 

Plenty of swagmen far and near τ 

And yet to Ryan it meant a lot. 

That was the name of the grandest horse 

In all the district from east to west; 

In every show ring, on every course, 

They always counted The Swagman best. 

 

He was a wonder, a raking bay τ 

One of the grand old Snowdon strain τ 

One of the sort that could race and stay 

With his mighty limbs and his length of rein. 

Born and bred on the mountain side, 

He could race through scrub like a kangaroo; 

The girl herself on his back might ride, 

And The Swagman would carry her safely through. 

 

IŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘǊŀǾŜƭ Ǝŀƛƭȅ ŦǊƻƳ ŘŀȅƭƛƎƘǘΩǎ ŦƭǳǎƘ 

Till after the stars hung out their lamps; 

There was never his like in the open bush, 

And never his match on the cattle-camps. 

For faster horses might well be found 

hƴ ǊŀŎƛƴƎ ǘǊŀŎƪǎΣ ƻǊ ŀ ǇƭŀƛƴΩǎ ŜȄǘŜƴǘΣ 

But few, if any, on broken ground 

Could see the way that The Swagman went. 

 

²ƘŜƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ ƻƭŘ WƛƳ /ŀǊŜǿΣ 

Was droving out on the Castlereagh 

²ƛǘƘ /ƻƴǊƻȅΩǎ ŎŀǘǘƭŜΣ ŀ ǿƛǊŜ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ 

¢ƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΦ 

And he was a hundred miles from home, 

As flies the crow, with never a track 
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TƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ǉƭŀƛƴǎ ŀǎ ǇŀǘƘƭŜǎǎ ŀǎ ƻŎŜŀƴΩǎ ŦƻŀƳΤ 

IŜ ƳƻǳƴǘŜŘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ƻƴ ¢ƘŜ {ǿŀƎƳŀƴΩǎ ōŀŎƪΦ 

 

He left the camp by the sundown light, 

And the settlers out on the Marthaguy 

Awoke and heard, in the dead of night, 

A single horseman hurrying by. 

He crossed the Bogan at Dandaloo, 

And many a mile of the silent plain 

That lonely rider behind him threw 

Before they settled to sleep again. 

 

He rode all night, and he steered his course 

.ȅ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƛƴƛƴƎ ǎǘŀǊǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōǳǎƘƳŀƴΩǎ ǎƪƛƭƭΣ 

And every time that he pressed his horse 

The Swagman answered him gamely still. 

He neared his home as the east was bright. 

The doctor met him outside the town 

ά/ŀǊŜǿΗ Iƻǿ ŦŀǊ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΚέ 

ά! ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ƳƛƭŜǎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ǿŜƴǘ ŘƻǿƴΦέ 

 

And his wife got round, and an oath he passed, 

So long as he or one of his breed 

Could raise a coin, though it took their last, 

The Swagman never should want a feed. 

And Kate Carew, when her father died, 

She kept the horse and she kept him well; 

The pride of the district far and wide, 

He lived in style at the bush hotel. 

 

Such was The Swagman; and Ryan knew 

Nothing about could pace the crack; 

[ƛǘǘƭŜ ƘŜΩŘ ŎŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ōƭǳŜ 

LŦ ƻƴŎŜ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ƻƴ ¢ƘŜ {ǿŀƎƳŀƴΩǎ ōŀŎƪΦ 

But how to do it? A word let fall 

Gave him the hint as the girl passed by; 

bƻǘƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ά{ǿŀƎƳŀƴ τ stable wall; 

Dƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƳƛƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜΦέ 

 

He caught her meaning, and quickly turned 

¢ƻ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻƻǇŜǊΥ άwŜŎƪƻƴ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ Ǝŀƛƴ ŀ ǎǘǊƛǇŜ 

.ȅ ŀǊǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ŜŀǊƴŜŘΤ 
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[ŜǘΩǎ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ Ƴȅ ǇƛǇŜΣ 

¢ƘŜ {ǿŀƎƳŀƴ Ƙŀǎ ƛǘΦέ {ƻ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜƴǘ, 

And as soon as ever they turned their backs 

The girl slipped down, on some errand bent 

Behind the stable and seized an axe. 

 

The trooper stood at the stable door 

While Ryan went in quite cool and slow, 

And then (the trick had been played before) 

The girl outside gave the wall a blow. 

Three slabs fell out of the stable wall τ 

Ψ¢ǿŀǎ ŘƻƴŜ ΨŦƻǊŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻƻǇŜǊ ƪƴŜǿ τ 

And Ryan, as soon as he saw them fall, 

Mounted The Swagman and rushed him through. 

 

The trooper heard the hoof-beats ring 

In the stable yard, and he jammed the gate, 

But The Swagman rose with a mighty spring 

At the fence, and the trooper fired too late 

As they raced away, and his shots flew wide, 

And Ryan no longer need care a rap, 

For never a horse that was lapped in hide 

Could catch The Swagmaƴ ƛƴ /ƻƴǊƻȅΩǎ DŀǇΦ 

 

!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ 

If Ryan came back to his Kate Carew; 

Of course he should have, as stories go, 

.ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǎǘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘƻǊȅΩǎ ǘǊǳŜΥ 

!ƴŘ ƛƴ ǊŜŀƭ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǊǳƭŜΣ 

Whatever poets and authors say 

Of high-toned robbers and all their school, 

¢ƘŜǎŜ ƘƻǊǎŜǘƘƛŜŦ ŦŜƭƭƻǿǎ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ōǳƛƭǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅΦ 

 

/ƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪΗ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƘƻǇŜ ƛǘ τ the slinking hound, 

He sloped across to the Queensland side, 

And sold The Swagman for fifty pound, 

And stole the money, and more beside. 

And took to drink, and by some good chance 

Was killed τ thrown out of a stolen trap. 
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And that was the end of this small romance, 

¢ƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ /ƻƴǊƻȅΩǎ DŀǇΦ  

 

 

Andrew Barton Paterson 
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Alexander Taming Bucephalus 

ά.ǊƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜŜŘΗέ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭŜǾŜƭ Ǉƭŀƛƴ 

Broad and unbroken as the mighty sea, 

When in their prison caves the winds lie chained. 

There Philip sat, pavilioned from the sun; 

¢ƘŜǊŜΣ ŀƭƭ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ǘƘǊƻƴƎŜŘ aŀŎŜŘƻƴƛŀΩǎ ƘƻǎǘǎΣ 

Bannered and plumed and armed ς a vast array. 

There too among an undistinguished crowd 

Distinguished not himself by pomp, or dress, 

Or any royal sign, save that he wore 

A god-like aspect like Olympian Jove, 

And perfect grace and dignity,τa youthτ 

A simple youth scarce sixteen summers old, 

With swift impatient step walked to and fro. 

9ΩŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳƻƴŀǊŎƘΩǎ ǘƘǊƻƴŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǾƛŜǿτ 

Those countless congregationsτthat young form; 

And ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ά.ǊƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜŜŘΗέ 

Like thunder rolled the multitudinous shout 

Along the heavensτά[ƛǾŜΣ !ƭŜȄŀƴŘŜǊΗέ 

 

Then Philip waved his scepterτsilence fell 

hΩŜǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƛƴΦτΨ¢ǿŀǎ ōǳǘ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΩǎ ǇŀǳǎŜΣ 

While every gleaming banner, helm, and spear 

Sunk down like ocean billows, when the breeze 

First sweeps along and bends their silvery crests. 

Ten thousand trumpets run amid the hail 

Of armies, as in victoryτά[ƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎΗέ 

And Philonicus, the Pharsalian, kneeled: 

From famous Thessaly a horse he brought, 

A matchless horse. Vigor and beauty strove 

Like rival sculptors carving the same stone 

To win the mastery; and both prevailed. 

His hoofs were shod with swiftness; where he ran 

Gilded the ground like water; in his eye 

Flashed the strange fire of spirits still untamed, 

As when the desert owned him for its lord. 

Mars! What a noble creature did he seem! 

Too novel for a subject to bestrideτ 
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Worth gold in talents; chosen for a prince, 

The most renowned and generous on earth. 

 

άhōŜȅ Ƴȅ ǎƻƴΣ tƘŀǊǎŀƭƛŀƴΗ .ǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜŜŘΗέ 

The Monarch spoke. A signal to the grooms, 

And on the plain they led Bucephalus. 

άaƻǳƴǘΣ ǾŀǎǎŀƭΣ ƳƻǳƴǘΗ ²Ƙȅ ǇŀƭŜǎ ǘƘȅ ŎƘŜŜƪ ǿƛǘƘ ŦŜŀǊΚ 

MountτƘŀΗ !Ǌǘ ǎƭŀƛƴΚ !ƴƻǘƘŜǊΗ aƻǳƴǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΗέ 

Ψ¢ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ƛƴ ǾŀƛƴτNo hand could curb a neck 

Clothed with such might and grandeur, to the rein: 

No thong or spur could make his fury yieldτ 

Now bounds he from the earth; and now he rears, 

Now madly plunges, strives to rush away, 

Like that strong birdτhis fellow, king of air! 

 

άvǳƛŎƪΣ ǘŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ƘŜƴŎŜΣέ ŎǊƛŜŘ tƘƛƭƛǇΤ άƘŜ ƛǎ ǿƛƭŘΗέ 

ά{ǘŀȅΣ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ ǎǘŀȅΗτlose not this gallant steed, 

For that base grooms cannot control his ire! 

DƛǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŘƭŜΗέ !ƭŜȄŀƴŘŜǊ ǘƘǊŜǿ 

His light cloak from his shoulders, and drew nigh. 

The brave steed was no courtier: prince and groom 

Bore the same mien to him.τHe started back, 

But with firm grasp the youth retained and turned 

His fierce eyes from his shadow to the sun, 

Then with that hand, in after years which hurled 

The bolts of war among embattled hosts: 

Conquered all Greece, and over Persis, swayed 

Imperial commandτǿƘƛŎƘ ƻƴ CŀƳŜΩǎ ¢ŜƳǇƭŜ 

Graved, Alexander, Victor of the World!τ 

With that same hand he smoothed the flowing mane, 

Patted the glossy skin with soft caress, 

Soothingly speaking in low voice the while. 

Lightly he vaulted to his first great strife. 

How like a Centaur looked the youth and steed! 

Firmly the hero sat; his glowing cheek 

Flushed with rare excitement; his high brow 

Pale with a stern resolve; his lip as smiling 

And his glance as calm, as if, in dalliance, 

Instead of danger, with a girl he played. 

Untutored to obey, how raves the steed! 

Champing the bit, and tossing the white foam, 

And struggling to get free, that he might dart, 
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Swift as an arrow from the shivering bowτ 

¢ƘŜ ǊŜƛƴ ƛǎ ƭƻƻǎŜƴŜŘΦ άbƻǿΣ .ǳŎŜǇƘŀƭǳǎΗέ 

Awayτaway! He flies; awayτaway! 

The multitude stood hushed in breathless awe, 

And gazed into the distance. 

                                Lo! A speckτ 

! ŘŀǊƪǎƻƳŜ ǎǇŜŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊƛȊƻƴΗ Ψ¢ƛǎτ 

Ψ¢ƛǎ ƘŜΗ bƻǿ ƛǘ ŜƴƭŀǊƎŜǎΥ ƴƻǿ ŀǊŜ ǎŜŜƴ 

The horse and rider; now, with ordered pace, 

The horse approaches, and the rider leaps 

Down to the earth and bends his rapid pace 

¦ƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎΩǎ ǇŀǾƛƭƛƻƴΦτThe wild steed 

Unled, uncalled, is following his subduer. 

 

tƘƛƭƛǇ ǿŜǇǘ ǘŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ƧƻȅΤ άaȅ ǎƻƴΣ Ǝƻ ǎŜŜƪ 

A larger empire; for so vast a soul, 

Toƻ ǎƳŀƭƭ ƛǎ aŀŎŜŘƻƴƛŀΗέ 

 

 

Park Benjamin 
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The King of DenƳŀǊƪΩǎ wƛŘŜ 

Word was brought to the Danish 

  (Hurry!) 

That the love of his life lay suffering, 

And pined for the comfort his voice would bring: 

  (Oh! ride as though you were flying!) 

Better he loves each golden curl 

On the brow of that Scandinavian girl 

Than his rich crown jewels of ruby and pearl: 

  And his rose of the isles is dying! 

 

Thirty nobles saddled with speed: 

  (Hurry!) 

Each one mounting a gallant steed 

Which he kept for battle and days of need; 

  (Oh! ride as though you were flying!) 

Spurs were struck in the foaming flank; 

Worn-out chargers staggered and sank; 

Bridles were slackened and girths were burst; 

But ride as they would, the king rode first, 

  For his rose of the isles lay dying! 

 

His nobles were beaten, one by one; 

  (Hurry!) 

They have fainted, and faltered, and homeward gone; 

His little fair page now follows alone, 

  For strength and courage trying! 

The king looked back at that faithful child; 

Wan was the face that answering smiled; 

They passed the drawbridge with clattering din, 

Then he dropped; and only the king rode in 

  Where his rose of the isles lay dying! 

 

The king blew a blast on his bugle horn; 

  (Silence!) 

No answer came; but faint and forlorn 

An echo returned on the cold grey morn, 
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  Like the breath of a spirit sighing. 

The castle portal stood grimly wide; 

None welcomed the king from that weary ride; 

For dead, in the light of the dawning day, 

The pale sweet form of the welcomer lay, 

  Who had yearned for his voice while dying! 

 

The panting steed, with a drooping crest, 

  Stood weary, 

The king returned from her chamber of rest, 

The thick sobs choking in his breast; 

  And, that dumb companion eying, 

The tears gushed forth which he strove to check; 

He bowed his head on his charger's neck: 

"O steed--that every nerve didst strain, 

Dear steed, our ride hath been in vain 

  To the halls where my love lay dying!" 

 

 

Caroline Norton 
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El-Azrek 

My only sequin served to bribe 

A cunning mother of the tribe 

¢ƻ aŀǊƛŀƳΩǎ ƳƛƴŘ Ƴȅ Ǉƭŀƴ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎΦ 

! ŦŜŀǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭŘ ŘƻǾŜΩǎ ǿƛƴƎΣ 

A lock of raven gloss and stain 

Sheared from El-!ȊǊŜƪΩǎ ŦƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƳŀƴŜΣ 

And that pale flower whose fragrant cup 

Is closed until the moon comes up,τ 

But then a tenderer beauty holds 

Than any flower the sun unfolds,τ 

Declared my purpose. Her reply 

Let loose the winds of ecstasy: 

Two roses and the moonlight flower 

Told the acceptance, and the hour,τ 

Two daily suns to waste their glow, 

And then, and moonrise, blissτor woe. 

 

El-Azrek now, on whom alone 

The burden of our fate was thrown, 

Claimed from my hands a double meed 

Of careful training for the deed. 

I gave him of my choicest store,τ 

No guest was ever honored more. 

With flesh of kid, with whitest bread 

And dates of Egypt was he fed; 

The camels heavy udders gave 

Their frothy juice his thirst to lave: 

A charger, groomed with better care, 

The Sultan never rode to prayer. 

 

My burning hope, my torturing fear, 

I breathed in his sagacious ear; 

Caressed him as a brother might, 

Implored his utmost speed in flight, 

Hung on his neck with many a vow, 

And kissed the white star on his brow. 

His large and lustrous eyeball sent 
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A look which made me confident, 

As if in me some doubt he spied, 

And met it with a human pride. 

ά9ƴƻǳƎƘΣ L ǘǊǳǎǘ ǘƘŜŜΦ Ψ¢ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǊΣ 

And I have need of all thy power. 

Without a wing, God gives thee wings, 

And fortune to tƘŜȅ ŦƻǊŜƭƻŎƪ ŎƭƛƴƎǎΦέ 

 

The yellow moon was rising large 

!ōƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ 5ŜǎŜǊǘΩǎ Řǳǎƪȅ ƳŀǊƎŜΣ 

!ƴŘ ǎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƧŀŎƪŀƭΩǎ ǿƘƛƴƛƴƎ ƳƻŀƴΣ 

!ƴŘ Řƛǎǘŀƴǘ ŎŀƳŜƭΩǎ ƎǳǊƎƭƛƴƎ ƎǊƻŀƴΣ 

And the lamenting monotone 

Of winds that breathe their vain desire 

And on the lonely sands expire, 

A silent charm, a breathless spell, 

Waited with me beside the well. 

She is not there,τnot yet,τbut soon 

A white robe glimmers in the moon. 

Her little footsteps make no sound 

On the soft sand; and with a bound, 

Where terror, doubt, and love unite 

To blind her heart to all but flight, 

Trembling, and panting, and oppressed, 

She threw herself upon my breast. 

 

By Allah! like a bath of flame 

The seething blood tumultuous came 

CǊƻƳ ƭƛŦŜΩǎ Ƙƻǘ ŎŜƴǘŜǊ ŀǎ L ŘǊŜǿ 

Her mouth to mine: our spirits grew 

Together in one long, long kiss,τ 

One swooning, speechless pulse of bliss, 

¢Ƙŀǘ ǘƘǊƻōōƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘΩǎ ŎƻǊŜΣ ƳŜǘ 

In the united lips. Oh, yet 

The eternal sweetness of that draught 

Renews the thirst with which I quaffed 

[ƻǾŜΩǎ ǾƛǊƎƛƴ ǾƛƴǘŀƎŜΥ ǎǘŀǊǊȅ ŦƛǊŜ 

Leapt from the twilights of desire, 

And in the gold dawn of dreams 

The space grew warm with radiant beams, 

²ƘƛŎƘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƪƛǎǎ ǎǘǊŜŀƳŜŘ ƻΩŜǊ ŀ ǎŜŀ 
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Of rapture, in whose bosom we 

Sank down and sank eternally. 

 

Now nerve thy limbs, El-Azrek! Fling 

Thy head aloft, and like a wing 

Spread on the wind they cloudy mane! 

The hunt is up, their stallions strain 

The urgent shoulders close behind, 

And the wide nostril drinks the wind. 

.ǳǘ ǘƘƻǳ ŀǊǘΣ ǘƻƻΣ ƻŦ bŜŘƧƛŘΩǎ ōǊŜŜŘΣ 

aȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΗ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƭŎƻƴΩǎ ǎǇŜŜŘ 

{ƭŀƴǘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊƳΩǎ ŀŘǾŀncing line 

Would laggard be if matched with thine. 

Still leaping forward, whistling through 

The moonlight-laden air we flew; 

And from the distance threateningly, 

/ŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǳǊǎǳŜǊΩǎ ŜŀƎŜǊ ŎǊȅΦ 

 

Still forward, forward stretched our flight 

Through the long hours of middle night; 

hƴŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƭƭǿŜǊǎ ƭŀƎƎΩŘΣ 

!ƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀƛǘƘŦǳƭ Ψ!ȊǊŜƪ ŦƭŀƎƎŜŘΣ 

Beneath his double burden, till 

The streaks of dawn began to fill 

The East, and freshening in the race, 

Their goaded horses gained apace. 

I drew my dagger, cut the girth, 

Tumbled my saddle to the earth, 

And clasped with desperate energies 

aȅ ǎǘŀƭƭƛƻƴΩǎ ǎƛŘŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǊƻƴ ƪƴŜŜǎΤ 

While Mariam, clinging to my breast, 

The closer for that peril pressed. 

They come! They come! Their shouts we hear 

Now faint and far, now fierce and near. 

O brave Ez-Azrek! on the track 

Let not one fainting sinew slack, 

Or know thine agony of flight 

Endured in vain! The purple light 

Of breaking morn has come at last. 

O joy! the thirty leagues are past; 

And, gleaming in the sunrise, see, 

The white tents of the Aneyzee! 
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The warriors of the waste, the foes 

hŦ {ƘŜƪƘ !ōŘŀƭƭŀƘΩǎ ǘǊƛōŜΣ ŀǊŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ 

Whose shelter and support I claim, 

²ƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ōŜǎǘƻǿ ƛƴ !ƭƭŀƘΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΤ 

While, wheeling back, the baffled few 

No longer venture to pursue. 

 

 

Bayard Taylor 
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No Rest for the Horse 

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǳƴƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘŜŀƳǎǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƛǘŜǊΣ  

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǳƴƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ŎŀōƳŀƴ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƻƪΣ  

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǳƴƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ Ƙƻōƻ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŜŀŎƘŜǊΣ  

And one for detective and crook.  

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǳƴƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ōƭŀŎƪǎƳƛǘƘ ŀƴŘ ǇŀƛƴǘŜǊΣ  

There is one for the printer, of course;  

But where would you go in this realm of woe  

To discover a guild for the horse?  

IŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ƳǳǊƳǳǊ ƛƴ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘΣ  

Though they strain him both up and down hill,  

Or force him to work twenty hours  

!ǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛƳ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜ ŘǊǳƴƪŜƴ ōǊǳǘŜΩǎ ǿƛƭƭΦ  

Look back at our struggle for freedom τ 

¢ǊŀŎŜ ƻǳǊ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ŘŀȅΩǎ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ǘƻ ƛǘǎ ǎƻǳǊŎŜΣ  

!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǇŀǘƘǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƎƭƻǊȅ  

Is strewn with the bones of the horse.  

The mule is a fool under fire;  

The horse, although frightened, stands true,  

!ƴŘ ƘŜΩŘ charge into hell without flinching  

Ψ¢ǿƛȄǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƴŜŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻƻǇŜǊ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿΦ  

When the troopers grow old they are pensioned,  

Or a berth or a home for them found;  

When horse is worn out they condemn him  

And sell him for nothing a pound.  

Just think, the old pet of some trooper,  

Once curried and rubbed twice a day,  

bƻǿ ŘǊŀƎǎ ǎƻƳŜ ŘŀƳƴŜŘ ǊŀƎǇƛŎƪŜǊΩǎ ǿŀƎƻƴΣ  

With curses and blows for his pay.  

I once knew a grand king of racers,  

The best of a cup-winning strain;  

They ruined his knees on a hurdle,  

For hiǎ ǊƛŘŜǊΩǎ Ƙŀǘ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƴƻ ōǊŀƛƴΦ  

I met him again, four years later,  

On his side at the foot of a hill,  

With two savages kicking his ribs,  

And doing their work with a will.  

I stroked the once velvety muzzle,  
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I murmured the old name again.  

He once filled my purse with gold dollars;  

And this day I bought him for ten.  

Iƛǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎ ƛǎ ά{ǿŜŜǘ tŀǎǘǳǊŜǎΣέ  

He has nothing to do but to eat;  

Or loaf in the shade on the green, velvet grass  

And dream of the horses he beat.  

Now, a dog τ well, a dog has a limit;  

!ŦǘŜǊ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƛǎ ŘǳŜΣ  

IŜΩƭƭ ǇŀŎƪ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ ŘǳŘǎ ǎƻƳŜ ŘŀǊƪ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ  

And shine out for scenes which are new.  

.ǳǘ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜΣ ƻƴŎŜ ƘŜΩǎ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜŀǘƘŜǊΣ  

Is much like the old-fashioned wife:  

He may not be proud of his bargain,  

But ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŦŀƛǘƘŦǳƭ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƭƛŦŜΦ  

And I envy the merciful teamster  

Who can stand at the bar and say:  

ά.ƭƛƴŘ [ƻǊŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƧǳǎǘƛŎŜ L ŘŜŀƭǘ Ƴȅ ƘƻǊǎŜΣ  

Judge Thou my soul to-ŘŀȅΦέ  

 

 

Anonymous 
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¢ƘŜ !ǊŀōΩǎ CŀǊŜǿŜƭƭ ǘƻ Iƛǎ {ǘŜŜŘ 

My beautiful, my beautiful, that standest meekly by,  

With thy proudly arched and glossy neck, and dark and fiery eye! 

Fret not to roam the desert now with all thy winged speed,  

I may not mount on thee again τ ǘƘƻǳΩǊǘ ǎƻƭŘΣ Ƴȅ !Ǌŀō ǎǘŜŜŘΗ  

 

Fret not with that impatient hoof τ snuff not the breezy wind;  

The farther that thou fliest now, so far am I behind!  

The stranger hath thy bridle-rein, thy master hath his gold τ 

Fleet-limbed and beautiful, farewell τ ǘƘƻǳΩǊǘ ǎƻƭŘΣ Ƴȅ ǎǘŜŜŘΣ ǘƘƻǳΩǊǘ ǎƻƭŘΗ  

 

Farewell! those free, untired limbs full many a mile must roam,  

¢ƻ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǿƛƴǘǊȅ ŎƭƛƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƭƻǳŘǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊΩǎ ƘƻƳŜΤ  

Some other hand, less kind, must now thy corn and bed prepare;  

¢ƘŜ ǎƛƭƪ ƳŀƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ōǊŀƛŘŜŘ ƻƴŎŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŎŀǊŜΦ  

 

The morning sun shall dawn again τ but nevermore with thee  

{Ƙŀƭƭ L ƎŀƭƭƻǇ ƻΩŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǎŜǊǘ ǇŀǘƘǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǿƻƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜΤ  

9ǾŜƴƛƴƎ ǎƘŀƭƭ ŘŀǊƪŜƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ ƻΩŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƴŘȅ Ǉƭŀƛƴ  

Some other steed with slower pace shall bear me home again.  

 

Only in sleep shall I behold that dark eye glancing bright τ 

Only in sleep shall hear again that step so firm and light;  

And when I raise my dreaming arms to check or cheer thy speed,  

¢ƘŜƴ Ƴǳǎǘ L ǎǘŀǊǘƭƛƴƎ ǿŀƪŜ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘƻǳΩǊǘ ǎƻƭŘΣ Ƴȅ !Ǌŀō ǎǘŜŜŘΗ  

 

Ah, rudely then, unseen by me, some cruel hand may chide,  

Till foam-wreaths lie, like crested waves, along thy panting side,  

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŎƘ ōƭƻƻŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜŜ ǎǿŜƭƭǎ ƛƴ ǘƘȅ ƛƴŘƛƎƴŀƴǘ ǇŀƛƴΣ  

Till careless eyes that on thee gaze may count each starting vein.  

 

Will they ill-use thee? if I thought τ but no, it cannot be;  

Thou art so swift, yet easy curbed; so gentle, yet so free.  

!ƴŘ ȅŜǘ ƛŦ ƘŀǇƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘƻǳΩǊǘ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƻƴŜƭȅ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ȅŜŀǊƴΣ  

Can the hand that casts thee from it now command thee to return?  
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άwŜǘǳǊƴΗέ ŀƭŀǎΣ Ƴȅ !Ǌŀb steed! what will thy master do,  

When thou that wast his all of joy hast vanished from his view?  

When the dim distance greets mine eyes, and through the gathering tears  

Thy bright form for a moment like the false mirage appears?  

 

Slow and unmounted will I roam with wearied foot alone,  

Where, with fleet step and joyous bound, thou oft hast borne me on,  

!ƴŘ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŜƴ ǿŜƭƭΣ LΩƭƭ ǇŀǳǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀŘƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƪΣ  

άΨ¢ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ōƻǿŜŘ Ƙƛǎ Ǝƭƻǎǎȅ ƴŜŎƪ ǿƘŜƴ ƭŀǎǘ L ǎŀǿ ƘƛƳ ŘǊƛƴƪΦέ  

 

When last I saw thee drink? τ !ǿŀȅΗ ǘƘŜ ŦŜǾŜǊŜŘ ŘǊŜŀƳ ƛǎ ƻΩŜǊΗ  

I could not live a day and know that we should meet no more;  

They tempted me, my beautiful τ ŦƻǊ ƘǳƴƎŜǊΩǎ ǇƻǿŜǊ ƛǎ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ τ 

They tempted me, my beautiful τ but I have loved too long τ  

 

Who said that I had given thee up? Who said that thou wert sold?  

Ψ¢ ƛǎ ŦŀƭǎŜΣΨǘ ƛǎ ŦŀƭǎŜΣ Ƴȅ !Ǌŀō ǎǘŜŜŘΗ L ŦƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎƻƭŘΗ  

Thus τ thus I leap upon thy back, and scour the distant plains!  

Away! who overtakes us now shall claim thee for his pains.  

 

 

Caroline Norton 
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Bavieca 

The King looked on him kindly, as on a vassal true; 

Then to the King Ruy Diaz spake, after reverence due: 

άh YƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǎƘŀƳŜŦǳƭΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴȅ Ƴŀƴ ōŜǎƛŘŜ 

The liege lord of Castile himself should Bavieca ride: 

 

άCƻǊ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ {Ǉŀƛƴ ƴƻǊ !Ǌŀōȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜr charger bring 

So good as he, and certes, the best befits my king. 

But that you may behold him, and know him to the core, 

LΩƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ Ǝƻ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƻƴǘ ǿƘŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻǎǘǊƛƭǎ ǎƳŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ aƻƻǊΦ 

 

With that, the Cid, clad as he was in mantle furred and wide, 

On Bavieca vaulting, put the rowel in his side; 

And up and down, and round and round, so fierce was his career, 

{ǘǊŜŀƳŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǇŜƴƴƻƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ wǳȅ 5ƛŀȊΩǎ ƳƛƴƛǾŜǊŜΦ 

 

And all that saw them praised themτthey lauded man and horse, 

As matched well, and rivalless for gallantry and force; 

bŜΩŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƻƴ ƘƻǊǎŜƳŀƴ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƪƴƛƎƘǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƴŜŀǊΣ 

Nor on other charger worthy of such a cavalier. 

 

Thus, to and fro a-rushing, the fierce and furious steed, 

He snapped in twain his hither rein;τέDƻŘ Ǉƛǘȅ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ /id! 

DƻŘ Ǉƛǘȅ 5ƛŀȊΗέ ŎǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǊŘǎΤτbut when they looked again, 

They saw Ruy Diaz ruling him with the fragment of his rein; 

They saw him proudly ruling, with gesture firm and calm, 

Like a true lord commanding, and obeyed as by a lamb. 

 

And so he led him foaming and panting to the King;τ 

.ǳǘ άbƻΗέ ǎŀƛŘ 5ƻƴ !ƭǇƘƻƴǎƻΣ άLǘ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ǎƘŀƳŜŦǳƭ ǘƘƛƴƎ 

That peerless Bavieca should ever be bestrid 

By any mortal but BivarτƳƻǳƴǘΣ Ƴƻǳƴǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ Ƴȅ /ƛŘΗέ 

 

 

John Gibson Lockhart, Translator 



 

84 

Hast thou given the horse strength? 

Hast thou given the horse strength? 

Hast thou clothed his neck with thunder? 

Canst thou make him afraid as a grasshopper? 

The glory of his nostrils is terrible. 

He paweth in the valley, and rejoiceth in his strength: 

He goeth on to meet the armed men. 

He mocketh at fear, and is not affrighted; 

Neither turneth he back from the sword. 

The quiver rattleth against him, 

The glittering spear and the shield. 

He swallowth the ground with fierceness and rage: 

Neither believeth he that it is the sound of the trumpet. 

He saith among the trumpets, Ha, ha; 

And he smelleth the battle afar off, 

The thunder of the captains, and the shouting. 

 

 

from the Book of Job, 39:19-25 
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Look, when a painter would surpass the life 

Look, when a painter would surpass the life 

In limming out a well-proportioned steed, 

Iƛǎ ŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƴŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ ǿƻǊƪƳŀƴǎƘƛǇ ŀǘ ǎǘǊƛŦŜΣ 

As if the dead the living should exceed; 

So did this horse excel a common one 

In shape, in courage, color, pace, and bone. 

Round-ƘƻƻŦΩŘΣ ǎƘƻǊǘ-jointed, fetlocks shag and long, 

Broad breast, full eye, small head, and nostril wide, 

High crest, short ears, straight legs and passing strong, 

Thin mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender hide: 

Look what a horse should have he did not lack, 

Save a proud rider on so proud a back. 

 

 

William Shakespeare 
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! IƻǊǎŜΩǎ 9ǇƛǘŀǇƘ 

Soft lies the turf on those who find their rest  

.ŜƴŜŀǘƘ ƻǳǊ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀƳǇƭŜ ōǊŜŀǎǘΣ  

Unstained by meanness, avarice, or pride;  

They never cheated, and they never lied.  

¢ƘŜȅ ƴŜΩŜǊ ƛƴǘǊƛƎǳŜŘ ŀ ǊƛǾŀƭ ǘƻ ŘƛǎǇƻǎŜΤ  

They ran, but never betted on the race;  

Content with harmless sport and simple food,  

Boundless in faith and love and gratitude;  

Happy the man, if there be any such,  

Of whom his epitaph can say as much.  

 

 

Robert Lowe Sherbrooke 
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From the Wreck 

ά¢ǳǊƴ ƻǳǘΣ ōƻȅǎΗέ τ ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ ǎǳǇŜǊΦ ǘƻ-night?  

¢ƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƳŀŘ τ ¢ǿƻ ƘƻǳǊǎ ǘƻ ŘŀȅōǊŜŀƪ LΩŘ ǎǿŜŀǊ τ  

Stark mad τ ǿƘȅΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƎƭƛƳƳŜǊ ƻŦ ƭƛƎƘǘΦέ  

ά¢ŀƪŜ .ƻƭƛƴƎōǊƻƪŜΣ !ƭŜŎΣ ƎƛǾŜ WŀŎƪ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŀǊŜΤ  

[ƻƻƪ ǎƘŀǊǇΦ ! ƭŀǊƎŜ ǾŜǎǎŜƭ ƭƛŜǎ ƧŀƳƳΩŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŜŦΣ  

!ƴŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻƴ ōƻŀǊŘ ǎǘƛƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǿŀǎƘΩŘ ƻƴ shore.  

Ride straight with the news τ they may send some relief  

From the township; and we τ we can do little more.  

 

You, Alec, you know the near cuts; you can cross  

ȫ¢ƘŜ {ǳƎŀǊƭƻŀŦΩ ŦƻǊŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎŎǊŀƳōƭŜΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪΤ  

5ƻƴΩǘ ǎǇŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ŦƛƭƭȅΣ ƴƻǊ ȅŜǘ ǘƘŜ black horse;  

Should the wind rise, God help them! the ship will soon sink.  

hƭŘ tŜǘŜǊΩǎ ŀǿŀȅ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀŘŘƻŎƪΣ ǘƻ ŘǊƛǾŜ  

The nags to the stockyard as fast as he can τ  

! ƭƛŦŜ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΤ ǎƻΣ ƭŀŘǎΣ ƭƻƻƪ ŀƭƛǾŜΦέ  

Half-ŘǊŜǎǎΩŘΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪΣ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻckyard we ran.  

 

There was bridling with hurry, and saddling with haste,  

Confusion and cursing for lack of a moon;  

ά.Ŝ ǉǳƛŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ōǳŎƪƭŜǎΣ ǿŜΩǾŜ ƴƻ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǿŀǎǘŜΤέ  

άaƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǊŜΣ ǎƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ǳǎŜ ƘŜǊ ƘƛƴŘ ƭŜƎǎ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜ ǘǳƴŜΦέ  

άaŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǎǎƛƴg-place; strike the old track,  

¢ƘŜȅΩǾŜ ŦŜƴŎŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ƻƴŜΤ ƭƻƻƪ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƭŜǎ  

hƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳōŀǘ ƘƛƭƭǎΦέ ά5ƻǿƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛǇ ǊŀƛƭǎΤ ǎǘŀƴŘ ōŀŎƪΦέ  

ά!ƴŘ ǊƛŘŜΣ ōƻȅǎΣ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣ ǊƛŘŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƻǳƭǎΦέ  

 

In the low branches heavily laden with dew,  

In the long grasses spoiling with deadwood that day,  

Where the blackwood, the box, and the bastard oak grew,  

Between the tall gum-ǘǊŜŜǎ ǿŜ ƎŀƭƭƻǇΩŘ ŀǿŀȅ τ  

²Ŝ ŎǊŀǎƘΩŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ōǊǳǎƘ ŦŜƴŎŜΣ ǿŜ ǎǇƭŀǎƘΩŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ǎǿŀƳǇ τ  

²Ŝ ǎǘŜŜǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǊǘƘ ƴŜŀǊ ά¢ƘŜ 9ŀƎƭŜƘŀǿƪΩǎ bŜǎǘέ τ  

²Ŝ ōƻǊŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŦǘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ά¢ƘŜ wŜŘ /ŀƳǇέΣ  

And round the black tea-ǘǊŜŜ ōŜƭǘ ǿƘŜŜƭΩŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŜǎǘ τ  
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²Ŝ ŎǊƻǎǎΩŘ ŀ ƭƻǿ ǊŀƴƎŜ ǎƛŎƪƭȅ ǎŎŜƴǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴǳǎƪ  

From wattle-tree blossom τ we skirted a marsh τ  

Then the dawn faintly dappled with orange the dusk,  

!ƴŘ ǇŜŀƭΩŘ ƻǾŜǊƘŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ƧŀȅΩǎ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊ ƴƻǘŜ ƘŀǊǎƘΣ  

And shot the first sunstreak behind us, and soon  

The dim dewy uplands were dreamy with light;  

!ƴŘ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ƭŜŦǘ ŦƭŀǎƘΩŘ ά¢ƘŜ wŜŜŘȅ [ŀƎƻƻƴέΣ  

!ƴŘ ǎƘŀǊǇƭȅ ά¢ƘŜ {ǳƎŀǊƭƻŀŦέ ǊŜŀǊΩŘ on our right.  

! ǎƳƻǘƘŜǊŜŘ ŎǳǊǎŜ ōǊƻƪŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎƘƳŀƴΩǎ ōǊƻǿƴ ōŜŀǊŘΣ  

IŜ ǘǳǊƴΩŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎŀŘŘƭŜΣ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƛŎƪ-ŎƻƭƻǳǊΩŘ ŎƘŜŜƪ  

CƭǳǎƘΩŘ ŦŜŜōƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǳƴŘŀǿƴΣ ǎŀƛŘΣ άWǳǎǘ ǿƘŀǘ L ŦŜŀǊΩŘΤ  

[ŀǎǘ ŦƻǊǘƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ƭŀǘŜ ǊŀƛƴŦŀƭƭ Ƙŀǎ ŦƭƻƻŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŜƪΦέ  

 

Black Bolingbroke snorted, and stood on the brink  

One instant, then deep in the dark sluggish swirl  

Plunged headlong. I saw the horse suddenly sink,  

¢ƛƭƭ ǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŀǊƳǇƛǘǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǾŜǎ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ŎǳǊƭΦ  

²Ŝ ŦƻƭƭƻǿΩŘΣ τ one cold shock, and deeper we sank  

Than they did, and twice tried the landing in vain;  

The third struggle won it; straight up the steep bank  

²Ŝ ǎǘŀƎƎŜǊΩŘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƻǳǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƪƛǊǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƛƴΦ  

 

The stockrider, Alec, at starting had got  

¢ƘŜ ƭŜŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ƪŜǇǘ ƛǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘƻǳǘΤ Ψǘǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ōƻŀǎǘ  

That through thickest of scrub he could steer like a shot,  

And the black horse was counted the best on the coast.  

The mare had been awkward enough in the dark,  

She was eager and headstrong, and barely half broke;  

She had had me too close to a big stringy-bark,  

And had made a near thing of a crooked sheoak. 

 

But now on the open, lit up by the morn,  

She flung the white foam-flakes from nostril to neck,  

And chased him τ I hatless, with shirt sleeves all torn  

(For he may ride ragged who rides from a wreck) τ  

And faster and faster across the wide heath  

We rode till we raced. Then I gave her her head,  

And she τ stretching out with the bit in her teeth τ  

She caught him, outpaced him, and passed him, and led.  

We neared the new fence, we were wide of the track;  

L ƭƻƻƪΩŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘ τ she had never been tried  
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!ǘ ŀ ǎǘƛŦŦ ƭŜŀǇΤ Ψǘǿŀǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƘŜ ŎŀǊŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪΦ  

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ƳƛƭŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜǿŀȅΣέ ƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘΦ  

 

I hung to her head, touched her flank with the spurs  

(In the red streak of rail not the ghost of a gap);  

She shortened her long stroke, she pricked her sharp ears,  

She flung it behind her with hardly a rap τ  

I saw the post quiver where Bolingbroke struck,  

And guessed that the pace we had come the last mile  

Had blown him a bit (he could jump like a buck).  

We galloped more steadily then for a while.  

¢ƘŜ ƘŜŀǘƘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ǇŀǎǎΩŘΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛƳ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ƭŀȅ  

The mountain. The sun was just clearing the tips  

Of the ranges to eastward. The mare τ could she stay?  

She was bred very nearly as clean as Eclipse;  

She led, and as oft as he came to her side,  

She took the bit free and untiring as yet;  

Her neck was arched double, her nostrils were wide,  

And the tips of her tapering ears nearly met τ  

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƭƛƎƘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ L ŀƳΣέ ǎŀƛŘ !ƭŜŎ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘΤ  

ά¢ƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜ ƛǎ ŘŜŀŘ ōŜŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǊŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ōƭƻǿƴΦ  

She must be a good one τ ride on and ride fast,  

¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ƴƻǿΦέ {ƻ L ǊƻŘŜ ƻƴ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ  

 

{ǘƛƭƭ ƎŀƭƭƻǇƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǿŜ ǇŀǎǎΩŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ŦƭƻŎƪǎ  

!ǘ aΩLƴǘȅǊŜΩǎ Ƙǳǘ ŀƴŘ aΩ!ƭƭƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ Ƙƛƭƭ τ  

She was galloping strong at the Warrigal Rocks τ  

On the Wallaby Range she was galloping still τ  

And over the wasteland and under the wood,  

By down and by dale, and by fell and by flat,  

{ƘŜ ƎŀƭƭƻǇΩŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƛǊǊǳǇǎ L ǎǘƻƻŘ  

To ease her, and there in the saddle I sat  

To steer her. We suddenly struck the red loam  

Of the track near the troughs τ then she reeled on the rise τ  

From her crest to her croup covered over with foam,  

And blood-red her nostrils, and bloodshot her eyes,  

A dip in the dell where the wattle fire bloomed τ  

A bend round a bank that had shut out the view τ  

Large framed in the mild light the mountain had loomed,  

With a tall, purple peak bursting out from the blue.  
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L ǇǳƭƭΩŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ L ǇǊŜǎǎΩŘ ƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ  

{Ƙƻǘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŎƭƛƴŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ /ƻƳǇŀƴȅΩǎ yard,  

And on by the paddocks, yet under my knee  

I could feel her heart thumping the saddle-flaps hard.  

Yet a mile and another, and now we were near  

The goal, and the fields and the farms flitted past;  

!ƴŘ ΨǘǿƛȄǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ŦŜƴŎŜǎ L ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƘŜŜǊΣ  

For a green grass-ŦŜŘ ƳŀǊŜ Ψǘǿŀǎ ŀ ŦŀǊ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŦŀǎǘΤ  

And labourers, roused by her galloping hoofs,  

Saw bare-headed rider and foam-sheeted steed;  

And shone the white walls and the slate-coloured roofs  

Of the township. I steadied her then τ I had need τ  

Where stood the old chapel (where stands the new church τ  

Since chapels to churches have changed in that town).  

A short, sidelong stagger, a long, forward lurch,  

A slight, choking sob, and the mare had gone down.  

L ǎƭƛǇǇΩŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŘƭŜΣ L ǎƭŀŎƪŜƴΩd the girth,  

I ran on and left her and told them my news;  

I saw her soon afterwards. What was she worth?  

How much for her hide? She had never worn shoes.  

 

 

Adam Lindsay Gordon 
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How They Brought the Good News from Ghent to Aix 

I sprang to the stirrup, and Joris, and he: 

I galloped, Dirck galloped, we galloped all three; 

άDƻƻŘ ǎǇŜŜŘΗέ ŎǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜ-bolts undrew; 

ά{ǇŜŜŘέ ŜŎƘƻŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭ ǘƻ ǳǎ ƎŀƭƭƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦ 

Behind shut the postern, the lights sank to rest, 

And into the midnight we galloped abreast. 

 

Not a word to each other: we kept the great paceτ 

Neck by neck, stride by stride, never changing our place; 

I turned in my saddle and made its girths tight, 

Then shortened each stirrup and set the pique right, 

Rebuckled the check-strap, chained slacker the bit, 

Nor galloped less steadily Roland a whit. 

 

Ψ¢ǿŀǎ ƳƻƻƴǎŜǘ ŀǘ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎΤ ōǳǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǿŜ ŘǊŜǿ ƴŜŀǊ 

Lokeren, the cocks crew and twilight dawned clear; 

At Boom a great yellow star came out to see; 

!ǘ 5ǳŜŦŦŜƭŘ Ψǘǿŀǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŀǎ Ǉƭŀƛƴ ŀǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜΤ 

And from Mecheln church-steeple we heard the half-chimeτ 

{ƻ WƻǊƛǎ ōǊƻƪŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ά¸Ŝǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΗέ 

 

At Aerschot up leaped of a sudden the sun, 

And against him the cattle stood black every one, 

To stare through the mist at us galloping past; 

And I saw my stout galloper Roland at last, 

With resolute shoulders, each butting away 

The haze, as some bluff river headland its spray; 

 

And his low head and crest, just one sharp ear bent back 

For my voice, and the other pricked out on his track; 

!ƴŘ ƻƴŜ ŜȅŜΩǎ ōƭŀck intelligence,τever that glance 

hΩŜǊ ƛǘǎ ǿƘƛǘŜ ŜŘƎŜ ŀǘ ƳŜΣ ƛǘǎ ƻǿƴ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΣ ŀǎƪŀƴŎŜΤ 

And the thick heavy spume-flakes, which aye and anon 

His fierce lips shook upward in galloping on. 
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.ȅ IŀǎǎŜƭǘ 5ƛǊŎƪ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘΤ ŀƴŘ ŎǊƛŜŘ WƻǊƛǎΣ ά{ǘŀȅ ǎǇǳǊΗ 

Your Roos gallƻǇŜŘ ōǊŀǾŜƭȅΣ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǳƭǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊΤ 

²ŜΩƭƭ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ŀǘ !ƛȄέτfor one heard the quick wheeze 

Of her chest, saw the stretched neck, and the staggering knees 

And sunk tail, and horrible heave of the flank, 

As down on her haunches she shuddered and sank. 

 

So we were left galloping, Joris and I, 

Past Looz and past Tongres, no cloud in the sky; 

The broad sun above laughed a pitiless laugh; 

ΨbŜŀǘƘ ƻǳǊ ŦŜŜǘ ōǊƻƪŜ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛǘǘƭŜΣ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ǎǘǳōōƭŜ ƭƛƪŜ ŎƘŀŦŦΤ 

Till over by Dalhem a dome-spire sprang white, 

!ƴŘ άDŀƭƭƻǇέ ƎŀǎǇŜŘ WƻǊƛǎΣ άŦƻǊ !ƛȄ ƛǎ ƛƴ ǎƛƎƘǘΗέ 

 

άIƻǿ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ƎǊŜŜǘ ǳǎΗέτand all in a moment his roan 

Rolled neck and croup over, lay dead as a stone; 

And there was my Roland to bear the whole weight 

Of the news which alone could save Aix from her fate, 

With her nostrils like pits full of blood to the brim, 

And with circles of red for his eye-ǎƻŎƪŜǘǎΩ ǊƛƳΦ 

 

Then I cast loose my buff-coat, each holster let fall, 

Shook off both my jack-boots, let go belt and all, 

Stoop up in the stirrups, leaned, patted his ear, 

Called my Roland his pet-name, my horse without peerτ 

Clapped my hands, laughed and sung, any noise, bad or good, 

Till at length into Aix Roland galloped and stood. 

 

And all I remember is friends flocking round, 

!ǎ L ǎŀǘŜ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ΨǘǿƛȄǘ Ƴȅ ƪƴŜŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΤ 

And no voice but was praising this Roland of mine, 

As I poured down his throat our last measure of wine, 

Which (the burgesses voted by common consent) 

Was no more than his due who brought good news from Ghent.  

 

 

Robert Browning 
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Lorraine, Lorraine, Lorrèe 

Are you ready for your steeple-chase, Lorraine, Lorraine, Lorrèe?  

Barum, Barum, Barum, Barum, Barum, Barum, Baree,  

¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ōƻƻƪŜŘ ǘƻ ǊƛŘŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŎŀǇǇƛƴƎ ǊŀŎŜ ǘƻ-day at Coulterlee,  

¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ōƻƻƪŜŘ ǘƻ ǊƛŘŜ ±ƛƴŘƛŎǘƛǾŜΣ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΣ  

To keep him straight, and keep him first, and win the run for me.  

Barum, Barum, etc.  

 

She clasped her new born baby, poor Lorraine, Lorraine, Lorrèe,  

άL Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ǊƛŘŜ ±ƛƴŘƛŎǘƛǾŜΣ ŀǎ ŀƴȅ Ƴŀƴ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǎŜŜΣ  

And I will not ride Vindictive, with this baby on my knee;  

IŜΩǎ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ŀ ōƻȅΣ ƘŜΩǎ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ŀ ƳŀƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘȅ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŜ ƪƛƭƭ ƳŜΚέ  

 

ά¦ƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳ ǊƛŘŜ ±ƛƴŘƛŎǘƛǾŜΣ [ƻǊǊŀƛƴŜΣ [ƻǊǊŀƛƴŜΣ [ƻǊǊŝŜΣ  

Unless you ride Vindictive to-day at Coulterlee,  

And land him safe across the brook, and win the blank for me,  

LǘΩǎ ȅƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳǊ ōŀōȅΣ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƴƻ ƪŜŜǇ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜΦέ  

 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŎǊǳŜƭΣέ ǎŀƛŘ [ƻǊǊŀƛƴŜΣ [ƻǊǊŀƛƴŜΣ [ƻǊǊŝŜΣ  

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŎǊǳŜƭΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŦƻǊ ǎŜŀǎƻƴǎ ǘƘǊŜŜΤ  

But oh! to ride Vindictive while a baby cries for me,  

And be killed across a fence at last for all the ǿƻǊƭŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΗέ  

 

She mastered young Vindictive τ Oh! the gallant lass was she,  

And kept him straight and won the race as near as near could be;  

But he killed her at the brook against a pollard willow tree,  

Oh! he killed her at the brook, the brute, for all the world to see,  

And no one but the baby cried for poor Lorraine, Lorrèe.  

 

 

Charles Kingsley 
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The Ballad of Hadji and the Boar 

As I rode over the dusty waste  

aȅ Řŀƛƴǘȅ !ǊŀōΩǎ ƘƻƻŦ-strokes traced  

Glad rhythms in my mind,  

Which seemed to murmur unto me  

How he and I were lone and free  

!ǎ ǿƛŘŜ {ŀƘŀǊŀΩǎ ǿƛƴŘΦ  

 

My heart beat high τ the sun was bright τ  

!ƴŘΣ ŀǎ ŀ ōŜŀŎƻƴΩǎ ǎǘŀǊǘƭƛƴƎ ƭƛƎƘǘ  

Proclaims a threatening war,  

My burnished lance-point met the glare  

And flashed and sparkled in the air τ  

A pale and glancing star.  

 

I saw a hawk pass hovering  

Through the azure heights, on balanced wing;  

Its shadow fell clown sheer  

Upon my path, then onwards sped,  

Smoother than gliding skaters tread  

A fastly-frozen mere.  

 

Thus heedless I, when suddenly  

My Hadji broke the reverie  

By stamping on the ground,  

Whilst from a brake where grasses rank  

Embraced the margin of a tank,  

There came a rustling sound:  

 

No long suspense; τ his bloodshot eyes  

Aflame with sullen, fierce surprise τ  

Stepped out a grisly boar:  

His gloomy aspect seemed to say τ  

άbƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǎǘǊŀȅ  

Along this marsh-bound sƘƻǊŜΦέ  
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Now I had seen the life blood gush  

From many a boar of nine-inch tush,  

And so had Hadji too:  

But never I ween had we either seen  

So great a beast, so gaunt and lean,  

So ugly to the view. 

 

With others by to help at need,  

Or give success applausive meed,  

Ψ¢ƛǎ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ōŜ ōǊŀǾŜΦ  

But when a man must do alone  

Each danger seems more dismal grown;  

Each petty ditch a grave.  

 

And so τ although the spear-point dropped τ  

As still as effigy I stopped,  

Nor gave my steed the spur;  

The more I looked, more gruesome grew  

This king of all the swinish crew;  

More prudence made demur.  

 

But, as I hung in anguished doubt,  

The marsh-horn tyrant turned about,  

As weary of the play;  

He turned and dashed adown the glade  

(No phantom now or goblin shade)  

The well-known grisly gray:  

 

And doubt no more distressed my mind;  

Lƴ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦƛƴŘ  

Such trophy to my lance,  

For turning he had let me see  

His tusks gigantic τ ǎƘŀƳŜ ΨǘǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ  

If I had lost the chance.  

 

I dropped my hand; when Hadji knew  

The slackened rein away he flew  

Across the belt of ooze;  

The slim reeds rustledτ till he sprang  

Out on the plain whose surface rang  

Beneath his iron shoes.  
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To left, to right, the wanton shied  

At shadows, as in lusty pride  

He rolled his dark fierce eye;  

Or gazing at our grim pursuit  

IŜΩŘ ƭŀȅ Ƙƛǎ ŜŀǊǎ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōǊǳǘŜ  

And snort full savagely.  

 

As minutes came, and lived, and went,  

Ever the monster backward sent  

The pebbles in my face,  

Yet, when an hour was spent τ at length  

He seemed to fail in speed and strength  

And nearer drew the chase.  

 

But lo! the impetuous Ravi ran  

Before us; not a means to span  

Its fiercely rushing stream;  

The boar sprang in τ we never checked τ  

And followed ere the foam that flecked  

His plunge had ceased to gleam.  

 

Above our heads the yellow wave  

Triumphant for an instant drave,  

Then gaping gave us day;  

It gave us day, and snorting load  

Bold Hadji stemmed the whirling crowd  

Of surges topped with spray,  

 

Aboard a skiff two children played,  

No little whit were they dismayed  

To see us swimming boldly;  

One waved his hand in baby glee  

When τ overboard τ most dismally  

He slipped, to perish coldly.  

 

The tender thing sank down below,  

I marked its last convulsive throe,  

But never paused to save.  

I would τ but just, I chanced to see  

The boar bestrew the distant lea  

²ƛǘƘ ŎƻƴǉǳŜǊŜŘ wŀǾƛΩǎ ǿŀǾŜΦ  
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I turned me from the helpless thing,  

I left it darkly struggling,  

Nor hearkened to my soul;  

I swam beside my gallant steed;  

At length we touched the further reed,  

!ƴŘ ǎŀǾŜŘ ŀ ŦŜǊǊȅΩǎ ǘƻƭƭΦ  

 

.ǳǘ ǎƘƻǊǘ ŀǎ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŜΩŘ ƭƻǎǘΣ  

Long was the space of ground it cost.  

Not to be covered soon;  

For distant dim the monster grim  

Now flitted faint against the rim  

Of the uprising moon.  

 

Yes τ like a bubble filled with smoke τ  

The curd-white moon upswimming broke  

The vacancy of space,  

Whilst sinking slowly at my back  

The sun breathed blood-stains on the rack  

Which veiled his dying face.  

 

On, on, again; the snow-fed flood  

IŀŘ ŎƻƻƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƘŜŀǘŜŘ ōƭƻod,  

And fresh and strong he fled:  

An aged peasant crossed his path;  

He turned upon him in his wrath,  

And left him there for dead.  

 

The wretch implored me to remain  

And staunch his wound τ but all in vain-  

I laughed to see his plight;  

For I was glad the boar had stayed  

To wound the man, and so delayed  

His headlong rapid flight.  

 

And Hadji wearied not a whit,  

CƻǊ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘƛƴƎ ŦǊŜŜ ƘŜΩŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ōƛǘ  

And hold it, or would fling  

A foam-flake from his tossing head,  

¢ƻ ƎƭƛǘǘŜǊ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀƴŜΩǎ ǎƛƭƪ ǘƘǊŜŀd,  

Whilst ever galloping.  
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Ere long the arid landscape changed;  

! ǇŀƛƴǘŜǊΩǎ ŜȅŜ ƘŀŘ ƎƭŀŘƭȅ ǊŀƴƎŜŘ  

Amidst its varied hue; τ  

For far as mortal eye could reach,  

As close as pebbles on the beach  

Bright poppy flowers blew.  

 

In countless gaudy chequered squares  

Nepenthe grew for human cares τ  

Fair dreams for folk who weep,  

And multitudes of drowsy bees  

Forestalled the dreamy-eyed Chinese,  

Sipping their honied sleep.  

 

All else was silent; not a bird  

Disturbed the death of day or stirred  

The calm air with a vesper,  

But yet great Nature has her voice,  

ά¢ŀƪŜ ǇŜŀŎŜ ƻǊ ǎǘǊƛŦŜΣ ǘƘƻǳ Ƙŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΦέ  

I heard the solemn whisper.  

 

But should I draw my rein for this?  

Let dreamers prate of peaceful bliss τ  

Such fancies were diseased:  

Large sweat-drops trickled from my brow,  

The gaping furrows of the plough  

Drank of us and were pleased.  

 

The crimsons of the glowing west  

In fainter ruddy shadows dressed  

The mounting eastern moon;  

The slender-pillared palm-tree stems  

Were sky-tinged too, as though from gems  

Of garnet they were hewn.  

 

And now when eve had lost its heat,  

A Brahmin maiden stole to meet  

Her sweetheart in the dusk;  

Her face adorned each lucid gem  

Set round it: τ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƎŀǊƳŜƴǘǎΩ ƘŜƳ  

Dripped essences of musk.  
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Her pensive mien and absent look,  

Most plain betrayed a maid forsook  

Of her own gentle heart;  

Outrunning time, she meets her lover,  

About her lips dream-kisses hover,  

They smile themselves apart.  

 

The Fates know why τ a cruel chance τ  

bƻ ƭƻǾŜǊΩǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀǘŀƭ ƎƭŀƴŎŜ  

ΨbŜath which the maiden cowers;  

No smiling gallant to her tripped,  

But in an instant she lies ripped  

And bleeding on the flowers.  

 

ά{ŀƘΩōΗ {ŀƘΩōΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎƻōōŜŘΣ άL ōƭŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŘŜŀǘƘΗ  

Ah, give your panting courser breath,  

!ƴŘ Ŏŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ƭƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊŜΗέ  

But rude and savage passions surged  

Within my veins τ I madly urged  

Poor Hadji with the spear.  

 

And he no longer fought the hand  

Which forced his fleetness to command,  

Or snorted to the breeze:  

His breaths were choked with piteous sobs,  

And I could feel his heŀǊǘΩǎ ǿƛƭŘ ǘƘǊƻōǎ  

Between my close-set knees.  

 

His glossy coat no longer shone  

Red golden as he galloped on,  

And on! without a check;  

Dank sweat had rusted it to black  

Save where the reins had chafed a track,  

Of snow along his neck.  

 

The deepening twilight scarce revealed  

Where flights of shadowy night-birds wheeled  

And shrieking greeted us,  

But never should my fixed soul  

Forsake the fast-approaching goal,  

For omens timorous.  
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The jackals woke and like a rout  

Of hell-loosed fiends, their eldritch shout  

Was borne upon the breeze τ  

Ai! Ai! On! Ai! τ a ghoulish scream,  

And yet half-human; like a dream  

Of mortal agonies.  

 

As I closed in on that evil beast  

The champed froth like creamy yeast  

Bestreaked his grizzled hide;  

And like a small anŘ ǎƳƻǳƭŘΩǊƛƴƎ ōǊŀƴŘ  

His eye back-glancing ever scanned  

Me creeping to his side.  

 

Ha! Ha! He turned to charge and fight;  

I shouted out for pure delight,  

And drove my spear-point in.  

Clean through his body passed the steel τ  

I held him offτ I made him reel τ  

Like chafer on a pin.  

 

An instant so τ then through the womb  

Of night I galloped, and the gloom  

Of jungles lone and drear; τ  

But I had stricken, stricken home,  

For on my hand his bloody foam  

Had left a purple smear.  

 

So circling back, I peered around,  

And, by the moon, too soon I found  

The grisly brute at bay:  

His back was to a thorny tree,  

I looked at him, and he at me; τ  

There one of us would stay.  

 

Ψ¢ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀǎ ŘŜŀǘƘ τ we charged together,  

And in the dim and sightless weather  

I struck him, but not true:  

He seized the lance-shaft in his jaw  

And split it as it were a straw,  

Instead of good bamboo.  
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Then swift as thought the brute accursed,  

Made fiercely in τ at Hadji first τ  

Who much disdained to fly:  

The little Arab shuddering stood τ  

Then fell τ as monarchs of the wood  

When cruel axes ply.  

 

Ere I could rise, his tusk had cut  

All down my back a gaping rut; τ  

He gashed me deep and sore:  

No weapon armed me for the strife,  

But rage can fight without a knife,  

I sprang upon the boar.  

 

The thorn stretched out its sable claws,  

And nodded with a black applause!  

With fierce sepulchral glee  

Three plantains whispered in a rank,  

And clapped their fingers long and lank,  

A ghostly gallery.  

 

Above him now τ then fallen beneath,  

I tore him madly with my teeth,  

Nor loosed my frantic hold;  

One finger searched the spear-head hole,  

And dug there like a frightened mole  

ΨbŜŀǘƘ ǎƪƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŦƭŜǎƘȅ ŦƻƭŘΥ  

 

I clung around his sinewy crest;  

He leaped, but could not yet divest  

Himself of his alarm.  

I hung as close as keepsake locket  

On maiden breast τ but, from its socket,  

He wrenched my bridle-arm!  

 

No more could I, and with a curse  

I yielded to a last reverse,  

And dropped upon the sand.  

IŜ ƎƭƻǿŜǊΩŘ ƻΩŜǊ ƳŜ τ then drew back  

To make more headlong the attack  

Which nothing should withstand.  
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But, even then, he chanced to pass  

The spot where dying lay τ alas! τ  

Brave Hadji τ desert-born;  

bƻǘ ŜΩŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ōǊƛǎǘƭŜŘ ŦǊƻƴǘ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻƻŦ  

!Ǝŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ !ǊŀōΩǎ ŀǊƳŜŘ ƘƻƻŦ τ  

His brains festooned the thorn.  

 

Then I arose, all dripping red,  

And gazed on him I oft had fed,  

And wept to see him low:  

bƻ ƳƻǊŜ ƘŜΩŘ ƎŀƭƭƻǇ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊƛŘŜ τ  

bƻ ƳƻǊǘŀƭ Ƴŀƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜΩŜǊ ōŜǎǘǊƛŘŜ  

Poor Hadji here below.  

 

He died amidst those jungles tangled;  

I staggered on all torn and mangled,  

Gasping for painful breath;  

And when, beneath that placid moon,  

My spirit left me in a swoon,  

LΩŘ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊǎǘ ƻŦ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ  

 

Next day they found and bore me home, 

!ƴŘ ƴƻǿΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅΣ LΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǊƻŀƳ  

The glades and forests hoar;  

bƻ ƳƻǊŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅΣ LΩƭƭ ŜǾŜǊ ǿƛŜƭŘ  

The spear in sport or battle-field,  

Or ride the grisly boar.  

 

 

Sir Ian Standish Monteith Hamilton 
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The Leap of Roushan Beg 

Mounted on Kyrat strong and fleet, 

His chestnut steed with four white feet, 

Roushan Beg, called Kurroglou, 

Son of the road and bandit chief, 

Seeking refuge and relief, 

Up the mountain pathway flew.  

 

{ǳŎƘ ǿŀǎ YȅǊŀǘΩǎ ǿƻƴŘǊƻǳǎ ǎǇŜŜŘΣ 

Never yet could any steed 

Reach the dust-cloud in his course. 

More than maiden, more than wife, 

More than gold and next to life 

Roushan the Robber loved his horse.  

 

In the land that lies beyond 

Erzeroum and Trebizond, 

Garden-girt his fortress stood; 

Plundered khan, or caravan 

Journeying north from Koordistan, 

Gave him wealth and wine and food.  

 

Seven hundred and fourscore 

Men at arms his livery wore, 

Did his bidding night and day; 

Now, through regions all unknown, 

He was wandering, lost, alone, 

Seeking without guide his way.  

 

Suddenly the pathway ends, 

Sheer the precipice descends, 

Loud the torrent roars unseen; 

Thirty feet from side to side 

Yawns the chasm; on air must ride 

He who crosses this ravine.  
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Following close in his pursuit, 

!ǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜŎƛǇƛŎŜΩǎ ŦƻƻǘΣ 

Reyhan the Arab of Orfah 

Halted with his hundred men, 

Shouting upward from the glen, 

ά[ŀ LƭƭłƘ ƛƭƭŀ !ƭƭłƘΗέ  

 

Gently Roushan Beg caressed 

YȅǊŀǘΩǎ ŦƻǊŜƘŜŀŘΣ ƴŜŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ ōǊŜŀǎǘΤ 

Kissed him upon both his eyes, 

Sang to him in his wild way, 

As upon the topmost spray 

Sings a bird before it flies.  

 

άh Ƴȅ YȅǊŀǘΣ h Ƴȅ ǎǘŜŜŘΣ 

Round and slender as a reed, 

Carry me this peril through! 

Satin housings shall be thine, 

Shoes of gold, O Kyrat mine, 

O thou soul of Kurroglou!  

 

ά{ƻŦǘ ǘƘȅ ǎƪƛƴ ŀǎ ǎƛƭƪŜƴ ǎƪŜƛƴΣ 

{ƻŦǘ ŀǎ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŀƛǊ ǘƘȅ ƳŀƴŜΣ 

Tender are thine eyes and true; 

All thy hoofs like ivory shine, 

Polished bright; O, life of mine, 

Leap, anŘ ǊŜǎŎǳŜ YǳǊǊƻƎƭƻǳΗέ  

 

Kyrat, then, the strong and fleet, 

Drew together his four white feet, 

Paused a moment on the verge, 

Measured with his eye the space, 

!ƴŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΩǎ ŜƳōǊŀŎŜ 

Leaped as leaps the ocean surge.  

 

!ǎ ǘƘŜ ƻŎŜŀƴ ǎǳǊƎŜ ƻΩŜǊ ǎŀƴŘ 

Bears a swimmer safe to land, 

Kyrat safe his rider bore; 

Rattling down the deep abyss 

Fragments of the precipice 

Rolled like pebbles on a shore.  
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wƻǳǎƘŀƴΩǎ ǘŀǎǎŜƭƭŜŘ ŎŀǇ ƻŦ ǊŜŘ 

Trembled not upon his head, 

Careless sat he and upright; 

Neither hand nor bridle shook, 

Nor his head he turned to look, 

As he galloped out of sight.  

 

Flash of harness in the air, 

Seen a moment like the glare 

Of a sword drawn from its sheath; 

Thus the phantom horseman passed, 

And the shadow that he cast 

Leaped the cataract underneath.  

 

Reyhan the Arab held his breath 

While this vision of life and death 

tŀǎǎŜŘ ŀōƻǾŜ ƘƛƳΦ ά!ƭƭŀƘǳΗέ 

/ǊƛŜŘ ƘŜΦ άLƴ ŀƭƭ YƻƻǊŘƛǎǘŀƴ 

Lives there not so brave a man 

!ǎ ǘƘƛǎ wƻōōŜǊ YǳǊǊƻƎƭƻǳΗέ 

 

 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 
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tŀǳƭ wŜǾŜǊŜΩǎ wƛŘŜ 

Listen my children, and you shall hear 

Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere, 

On the eighteenth of April, in Seventy-five; 

Hardly a man is now alive 

Who remembers that famous day and year. 

 

IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ άLŦ ǘƘŜ .ǊƛǘƛǎƘ ƳŀǊŎƘ 

By land or sea from the town to-night, 

Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry arch 

Of the North Church tower as a signal light,τ 

One if by land, two if by sea; 

And i on the opposite shore will be, 

Ready to ride and spread the alarm 

Through every Middlesex village and farm, 

For the country ŦƻƭŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ŀǊƳΦέ 

 

¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ άDƻƻŘ-ƴƛƎƘǘΗέ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳǳŦŦƭŜŘ ƻŀǊ 

Silently rowed to the Charlestown shore, 

Just as the moon rose over the bay, 

Where swinging wide at her moorings lay 

The Somerset, British man-of-war; 

A phantom ship, with each mast and spar 

Across the moon like a prison bar, 

And a huge black hulk, that was magnified 

By its own reflection in the tide. 

 

Meanwhile, his friend through the alley and street 

Wanders and watches, with eager ears, 

Till in the silence around him he hears 

The muster of men at the barrack door, 

The sound of arms, and the tramp of feet, 

And the measured tread of the grenadiers, 

marching down to their boats on the shore. 

 

Then he climbed the tower of the Old North Church, 

By the wooden stairs, with stealthy tread, 

To the belfry chamber overhead, 
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And startled the pigeons from their perch 

On the sombre rafters, that round him made 

Masses and moving shapes of shade,τ 

By the trembling ladder, steep and tall, 

To the highest window in the wall, 

Where he paused to listen and look down 

A moment on the roofs of the town 

And the moonlight flowing over all. 

 

Beneath, in the churchyard, lay the dead, 

In their night encampment on the hill, 

Wrapped in silence so deep and still 

¢Ƙŀǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊΣ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎŜƴǘƛƴŜƭΩǎ ǘǊŜŀŘΣ 

The watchful night-wind, as it went 

Creeping along from tent to tent, 

!ƴŘ ǎŜŜƳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΣ ά!ƭƭ ƛǎ ǿŜƭƭΗέ 

A moment only he feels the spell 

Of the place and the hour, and the secret dread 

Of the lonely belfry and the dead; 

For suddenly all his thoughts are bent 

On a shadowy something far away, 

Where the river widens to meet the bay,τ 

A line of black that bends and floats 

On the rising tide like a bridge of boats. 

 

Meanwhile, impatient to mount and ride, 

Booted and spurred, with a heavy stride 

On the opposite shore walked Paul Revere. 

bƻǿ ƘŜ ǇŀǘǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǊǎŜΩǎ ǎƛŘŜΣ 

Now he gazed at the landscape far and near, 

Them impetuous, stamped the earth, 

And turned and tightened his saddle girth; 

But mostly he watched with eager search 

The belfry tower of the Old North Church, 

As it rose above the graves on the hill, 

Lonely and spectral and sombre and still. 

!ƴŘ ƭƻΗ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪǎΣ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜƭŦǊȅΩǎ ƘŜƛƎƘǘ 

A glimmer, and then a gleam of light! 

He springs to the saddle, the bridle he turns, 

But lingers and gazes, till full on his sight 

A second lamp in the belfry burns. 
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A hurry of hoofs in a village street, 

A shape in the moonlight, a bulk in the dark, 

And beneath, from the pebbles, in passing, a spark, 

Struck out by a steed flying fearless and fleet; 

That was all! And yet, through the gloom and the light, 

The fate of a nation was riding that night; 

And the spark struck out by that steed, in his flight, 

Kindled the land into flame with its heat. 

He has left the village and mounted the steed, 

And beneath him, tranquil and broad and deep, 

Is the Mystic, meeting the ocean tides; 

And under the alders that skirt its edge, 

Now soft on the sand, now loud on the ledge, 

Is heard the tramp of his steed as he rides. 

 

It was twelve by the village clock 

When he crossed the bridge into Medford town. 

He heard the crowing of the cock, 

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǊƳŜǊΩǎ ŘƻƎΣ 

And felt the damp of the river fog, 

That rises after the sun goes down. 

 

It was one by the village clock, 

When he galloped into Lexington. 

He saw the gilded weathercock 

Swim in the moonlight as he passed, 

And the meeting-house windows, black and bare, 

Gaze at him with a spectral glare, 

As if they already stood aghast 

At the bloody work they would look upon. 

 

It was two by the village clock, 

When he came to the bridge in Concord town. 

He heard the bleating of the flock, 

And the twitter of birds among the trees, 

And felt the breath of the morning breeze 

Blowing over the meadow brown. 

And one was safe and asleep in his bed 

Who at the bridge would be the first to fall, 

Who that day would be lying dead, 

Pierced by a British musket ball. 
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You know the rest. In the books you have read 

How the British Regulars fired and fled,τ 

How the farmers gave them ball for ball, 

From behind each fence and farmyard wall, 

Chasing the redcoats down the lane, 

Then crossing the fields to emerge again 

Under the trees at the turn of the road, 

And only pausing to fire and load. 

 

So through the night rode Paul Revere; 

And so through the night went his cry of alarm 

To every Middlesex village and farm,τ 

A cry of defiance, and not of fear, 

A voice in the darkness, a knock at the door, 

And a word that shall echo for evermore! 

For, borne on the night-wind of the Past, 

Through all our history, to the last, 

In the hour of darkness and peril and need, 

The people will waken and listen to hear 

The hurrying hoof-beats of that steed, 

And the midnight message of Paul Revere.  

 

 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 
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Track and Field 
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How We Beat the Favourite 

!ȅŜΣ ǎǉǳƛǊŜΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ {ǘŜǾŜƴǎΣ άǘƘŜȅ ōŀŎƪ ƘƛƳ ŀǘ ŜǾŜƴǎΤ  

The race is all over, bar shouting, they say;  

The Clown ought to beat her; Dick Nelville is sweeter  

Than ever τ he swears he can win all the way.  

 

ά! ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴ ǊƛŘŜǊ τ ǿŜƭƭΣ LΩƳ ŀƴ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜǊΣ  

.ǳǘ ƛŦ ƘŜΩǎ ŀ ƎŜƴǘ ǿƘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳƛǎŎƘƛŜŦΩǎ ŀ ƧƻŎƪΚ  

You swells mostly blunder, Dick rides for the plunder,  

He rides, too, like thunder τ he sits like a rock.  

 

άIŜ Ŏŀƭƭǎ ΨƘǳƴǘŜŘ ŦŀƛǊƭȅΩ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŀǊŜƭȅ  

.ŜŜƴ ǎǘǊƛǇǇΩŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǘǊƻǘ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳƴŘǎΣ  

A horse that at Warwick beat Birdlime and Yorick,  

And gave Abdelkader at Aintree nine pounds.  

 

ά¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǘŜǎǘ ǘƻ ǿŀǊǊŀnt a protest;  

Dick rides for a lord and stands in with a steward;  

The light of their faces they show him τ his case is  

Prejudged and his verdict already secured.  

 

ά.ǳǘ ƴƻƴŜ Ŏŀƴ ƻǳǘƭŀǎǘ ƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ŦŜǿ ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ŦŀǎǘŜǊΣ  

She strides in her work clean away from The Drag;  

¸ƻǳ ƘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƛǘ ƘŜǊΣ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŦƛǘǘŜǊΣ  

²ƘŜƴŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ Ƙƛǘ ƘŜǊ ǎƘŜΩƭƭ ǎǇǊƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎǘŀƎΦ  

 

ά!ƴŘ ǇΩǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŜƴ ƧŀŎƪŜǘΣ ŀǘ ƻŘŘǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ōŀŎƪ ƛǘΣ  

aŀȅ ŦŀƭƭΣ ƻǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ Ƴŀȅ ǘǳǊƴ ǳǇΦ  

The mare is quite ready, sit still and ride steady,  

YŜŜǇ ŎƻƻƭΤ ŀƴŘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ Ƴŀȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǇΦέ  

 

Dark-brown with tan muzzle, just stripped for the tussle,  

Stood Iseult, arching her neck to the curb,  

A lean head and fiery, strong quarters and wiry,  

A loin rather light, but a shoulder superb.  
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Some parting injunction, bestowed with great unction,  

I tried to recall, but forgot like a dunce,  

When Reginald Murray, full tilt on White Surrey,  

Came down in a hurry to start us at once.  

 

άYŜŜǇ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ȅŜƭƭƻǿΗ /ƻƳŜ ǳǇ ƻƴ hǘƘŜƭlo!  

Hold hard on the chestnut! Turn round on The Drag!  

Keep back there on Spartan! Back you, sir, in tartan!  

{ƻΣ ǎǘŜŀŘȅ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ŜŀǎȅΣέ ŀƴŘ Řƻǿƴ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀƎΦ  

 

We started, and Kerr made strong running on Mermaid,  

Through furrows that led to the first stake-and-bound,  

¢ƘŜ ŎǊŀŎƪΣ ƘŀƭŦ ŜȄǘŜƴŘŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪΩŘ ōƭƻƻŘƭƛƪŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƭŜƴŘƛŘΣ  

Held wide on the right where the headland was sound.  

 

I pulled hard to baffle her rush with the snaffle,  

Before her two-thirds of the field got away  

All through the wet pasture where floods of the last year  

Still loitered, they clotted my crimson with clay.  

 

¢ƘŜ ŦƻǳǊǘƘ ŦŜƴŎŜΣ ŀ ǿŀǘǘƭŜΣ ŦƭƻƻǊΩŘ aƻƴƪ ŀƴŘ .ƭǳŜōƻǘǘƭŜ Τ  

The Drag came to grief at the blackthorn and ditch,  

The rails toppled over Redoubt and Red Rover,  

The lane stopped Lycurgus and Leicestershire Witch.  

 

She passed like an arrow Kildare and Cock Sparrow,  

And Mantrap and Mermaid refused the stone wall;  

And Giles on The Greyling came down at the paling,  

And I was left sailing in front of them all.  

 

I took them a burster, nor eased her nor nursed her  

Until the Black Bullfinch led into the plough,  

And through the strong bramble we bored with a scramble τ  

My cap was knocked off by the hazel-tree bough.  

 

Where furrows looked lighter I drew the rein tighter τ  

Her dark chest all dappled with flakes of white foam,  

Her flanks mud bespattered, a weak rail she shattered τ  

²Ŝ ƭŀƴŘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘǳǊŦ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ ƘŜŀŘǎ ǘǳǊƴΩŘ ŦƻǊ ƘƻƳŜΦ  
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¢ƘŜƴ ŎǊŀǎƘΩŘ ŀ ƭƻǿ ōƛƴŘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŎƭƻǎŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊ  

The sward to the strokes of the favourite shook;  

His rush roused her mettle, yet ever so little  

{ƘŜ ǎƘƻǊǘŜƴΩŘ ƘŜǊ ǎǘǊƛŘŜ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǊŀŎŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōǊƻƻƪΦ  

 

She rose when I hit her. I saw the stream glitter,  

A wide scarlet nostril flashed close to my knee,  

Between sky and water The Clown came and caught her,  

The space that he cleared was a caution to see.  

 

And forcing the running, discarding all cunning,  

A length to the front went the rider in green;  

A long strip of stubble, and then the big double,  

Two stiff nights of rails with a quickset between.  

 

She raced at the rasper, I felt my knees grasp her,  

I found my hands give to her strain on the bit;  

She rose when The Clown did τ our silks as we bounded  

.ǊǳǎƘ ΨŘ ƭƛƎƘǘƭȅΣ ƻǳǊ ǎǘƛǊǊǳǇǎ ŎǊŀǎƘ ΨŘ ƭƻǳŘ ŀǎ ǿŜ ƭƛǘΦ 

 

A rise steeply sloping, a fence with stone coping τ  

The last τ we diverged round the base of the hill;  

His path was the nearer, his leap was the clearer,  

L ŦƭƻƎƎΩŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƭŜŘ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǎǘƛƭƭΦ  

 

She came to his quarter, and on still I brought her,  

And up to his girth, to his breast-plate she drew;  

! ǎƘƻǊǘ ǇǊŀȅŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ bŜǾƛƭƭŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ΨŘ ƳŜΣ ά¢ƘŜ ŘŜǾƛƭΗέ  

IŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊΩŘ τ ƭƻŎƪΩŘ ƭŜǾŜƭ ǘƘŜ ƘǳǊŘƭŜǎ ǿŜ ŦƭŜǿΦ  

 

A hum of hoarse cheering, a dense crowd careering,  

All sights seen obscurely, all shouts vaguely heard;  

ά¢ƘŜ ƎǊŜŜƴ ǿƛƴǎΗέ ά¢ƘŜ ŎǊƛƳǎƻƴΗέ ¢ƘŜ ƳǳƭǘƛǘǳŘŜ ǎǿƛƳǎ ƻƴΦ  

!ƴŘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜǎ ŀǊŜ ōƭŜƴŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜǎ ŀǊŜ ōƭǳǊǊΩŘΦ  

 

ά¢ƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜ ƛǎ ƘŜǊ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΗέ ά¢ƘŜ ƎǊŜŜƴ ŦƻǊƎŜǎ Ǉŀǎǘ ƘŜǊΗέ  

ά¢ƘŜ /ƭƻǿƴ ǿƛƭƭ ƻǳǘƭŀǎǘ ƘŜǊΗέ ά¢ƘŜ /ƭƻǿƴ ǿƛƴǎΗέ ά¢ƘŜ /ƭƻǿƴΗέ  

The white railing races with all the white faces,  

The chestnut outpaces, outstretches the brown.  

 

 



 

114 

On still past the gateway she strains in the straightway,  

{ǘƛƭƭ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜǎΣ ά¢ƘŜ /ƭƻǿƴ ōȅ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘ ƴŜŎƪ ŀǘ ƳƻǎǘΣέ 

He swerves, the green scourges, the stand rocks and surges,  

And flashes, and verges, and flits the white post.  

 

Aye! so ends the tussle, τ I knew the tan mizzle  

Was first, though the ring-ƳŜƴ ǿŜǊŜ ȅŜƭƭƛƴƎ ά5ŜŀŘ ƘŜŀǘΗέ  

! ƴƻǎŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎǿŜŀǊ ōȅΣ ōǳǘ /ƭŀǊƪŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢ƘŜ ƳŀǊŜ ōȅ  

! ǎƘƻǊǘ ƘŜŀŘΦέ !ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǾƻǳǊƛǘŜ ǿŀǎ ōŜŀǘΦ  

 

 

Adam Lindsay Gordon 
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How Salvator Won 

The gate was thrown open, I rode out alone,  

More proud than a monarch who sits on a throne;  

I am but a jockey, but shout upon shout  

Went up from the people who watched me ride out.  

And the cheers that rang forth from the warm-hearted crowd  

²ŜǊŜ ŀǎ ŜŀǊƴŜǎǘ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƻ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳƻƴŀǊŎƘ ŜΩŜǊ ōƻǿŜŘΦ  

 

My heart thrilled with pleasure, so keen it was pain,  

!ǎ L ǇŀǘǘŜŘ Ƴȅ {ŀƭǾŀǘƻǊΩǎ ǎƻŦǘΣ ǎƛƭƪŜƴ ƳŀƴŜΤ  

And a sweet shiver shot from his hide to my hand  

As we passed by the multitude down to the stand.  

The great waves of cheering came billowing back,  

As the hoofs of brave Tenny ran swift down the track;  

 

And he stood there beside us, all bone and all muscle.  

Our noble opponent, well trained for the tussle  

That waited us there on the smooth, shining course.  

My Salvator, fair to the lovers of horse,  

!ǎ ŀ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƛǎ ŦŀƛǊ ǘƻ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǎƛƎƘǘ τ 

Pure type of the thoroughbred, clean limbed and bright,  

Stood taking the plaudits as only his due  

And nothing at all unexpected or new.  

 

And then there before us the bright flag is spread,  

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǊƻŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀƴŘ ǎǘŀƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ ¢ŜƴƴȅΩǎ ŀƘŜŀŘΤ  

!ǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ άŀ Ǝƻ Ηέ  

He sprang like an arrow shot straight from the bow;  

L ǘƛƎƘǘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƛƴǎ ƻƴ tǊƛƴŎŜ /ƘŀǊƭƛŜΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǎƻƴΣ  

He is off like a rocket, the race is begun.  

Half way down the furlong, their heads are together,  

{ŎŀǊŎŜ ǊƻƻƳ ΨǘǿƛȄǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴƻǎŜǎ ǘƻ ǿŜŘƎŜ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜŀǘƘŜǊΦ  

Past grand stand and judges, in neck-to-neck strife,  

!ƘΣ {ŀƭǾŀǘƻǊΣ ōƻȅΗ Ψǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŎŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜΦ  

 

I press my knees closer, I coax him, I urge τ 

I feel him go out with a leap and a surge;  

I see him creep on, inch by inch, stride by stride;  
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While backward, still backward, falls Tenny beside.  

We are nearing the turn, the first quarter is passed τ 

Ψ¢ǿƛȄǘ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŎƘŀǎŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅƭƛƎƘǘ ƛǎ ŎŀǎǘΤ  

The distance elongates, still Tenny sweeps on,  

As graceful and free-limbed and swift as a fawn,  

His awkwardness vanished, his muscles all strained,  

A noble opponent, well born and well trained.  

 

L ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ƻΩŜǊ Ƴȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΤ ƘŀΗ ¢ŜƴƴȅΣ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻǎǘ  

hŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΩǎ ŦƭŀƎƎƛƴƎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ τ the race lost,  

hƴŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΩǎ ǿŜŀƪ ȅƛŜƭŘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘΣ  

And the daylight between us has doubled its length.  

The first mile is covered, the race is mine τ no!  

For the blue blood of Tenny responds to a blow.  

He shoots through the air like a ball from a gun,  

And the two lengths between us are shortened to one.  

 

My heart is contracted, my throat feels a lump τ 

CƻǊ ¢ŜƴƴȅΩǎ ƭƻƴƎ ƴŜŎƪ ƛǎ ŀǘ {ŀƭǾŀǘƻǊΩǎ ǊǳƳǇΤ  

And now, with new courage, grows bolder and bolder.  

I see him once more running shoulder to shoulder,  

With knees, hands and body I press my great steed,  

I urge him, I coax him, I pray him to heed!  

Oh, Salvator! Salvator! List to my calls,  

For blow of my whip will hurt both if it falls.  

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǊƻŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƻŎŜŀƴ ƛƴ ǎǘƻǊƳΣ  

!ǎ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǎŀŘŘƭŜ ƭŜŀǇǎ ¢ŜƴƴȅΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŦƻǊƳΤ  

One more mighty plunge, and, with knee, limb and hand,  

I lift my horse first by a nose past the stand;  

We are under the string τ now the great race is done τ 

And Salvator, Salvator, Salvator won!  

 

Cheer, hoar-headed patriarchs; cheer loud, I say;  

Ψ¢ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅ ǿƛǘƴŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƻ-day!  

¢ƘƻǳƎƘ ȅŜ ƭƛǾŜ ǘǿƛŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŀŎŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭƻǘǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜƴΣ  

Ye never will see such a grand race again.  

Let the shouts of the populace roar like the surf,  

For Salvator, Salvator, king of the turf!  

He has rivaled the record of thirteen long years,  

He has won the first place in the vast line of peers;  

Ψ¢ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƴŜŎƪ-to-neck contest, a grand, honest race,  

And even his enemies grant him the place ;  
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Down into the dust let old records be hurled,  

And hang out 2:05 to the gaze of the world.  

 

 

Ella Wheeler Wilcox 
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Pedigrees 

The stock farms are booming,  

The stable boys grooming,  

The new silken coats on the trotters crop out,  

The horses are neighing,  

The frisky colts playing,  

The spring is just throwing her bouquets about.  

 

The horse kings are praising  

The stock they are raising,  

They tell you each strain is the best in the land;  

And of course you agree,  

All the points you can see τ 

But how each is best you cannot understand.  

 

When you leave the great stable  

¸ƻǳ ΨǊŜ ǎƳŀǊǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀōƭŜ  

To step back and give one correct pedigree,  

CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƳǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǊŜΩǎ ǎƛŘŜ  

And the sireǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƳΩǎ ǎƛŘŜ  

!ǊŜ ƳƛȄŜŘ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƻƴŜ ŘŀƳ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜΦ  

 

 

Em. Pierce 
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The Race of the Year 

Come down to the Derby, come down to the race,  

Come down to the downs with a smile on your face  

In spite of the rain and the absence of sun,  

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛƴ LǎƻƴƻƳȅΩǎ ǎƻƴΤ  

¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƎƻƻŘ ŦŜƭƭƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ lots of good cheer,  

LǘΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊΦ  

 

A wonderful sight is this wonderful course  

To all who profess a regard for the horse.  

Just look at the crowd from the bend of the land,  

Like bees in a swarm all about the grand stand.  

The roar of the voices that falls on the ear  

Has a wonderful sound at the race of the year. 

 

¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ƻŦ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƴŀƎΤ  

See the blood-looking team come along with the drag.  

Each horse, in his place as he faces the hill,  

Breaks into a gallop and moves with a will.  

The broken-down hunter tied up in the rear  

Hears the sound of the horn at the race of the year.  

 

But now to the paddock, the crowd is select,  

Some come to be seen and some come to inspect  

Two sons of St. Simon, two sons of Bend Or,  

²ƘƛƭŜ 9ƴŜǊƎȅΩǎ ƻŦŦǎǇǊƛƴƎ ǎƘƻǿǎ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜΤ  

This Gouverneur fills us with feelings of fear,  

Sent over from France for the race of the year.  

 

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǳƴŎƻƳƳƻƴ όŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ Ǉǳƴύ  

Lƴ !ƭƛƴƎǘƻƴΩǎ ōǊƻǿƴΣ ƎƻƻŘ LǎƻƴƻƳȅΩǎ ǎƻƴΤ  

¢ƘŜȅΩǾŜ ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴŜǘΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΣ  

But both have a share in his fall or his fame;  

The favourite was bred by the Dorsetshire peer,  

He looks like the nag for the race of the year.  
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ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƻŦŦΗέ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀƎΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǇŜŜŘ  

That tries the condition of those in the lead.  

¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƻŦŦΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŜǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ǌŀƛƴ  

¢Ƙŀǘ ǎǿŜŜǇǎ ƻǾŜǊ {ǳǊǊŜȅΩǎ ƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŎŀƭ ǇƭŀƛƴΦ  

In passing the furzes it seems to be clear  

The Deemster is out of the race of the year.  

 

And after the Corner the shouting is loud  

²ƘŜƴ {ǘƛǊƭƛƴƎΩǎ ǘǿƻ ƎǊŀƴŘǎƻƴǎ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿŘΣ  

And Common and Gouverneur stealing away  

Show the Birdcatcher line has a value to-day;  

But Common comes up as the multitude cheer,  

And adds to his record the race of the year.  

 

²ŜΩǊŜ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 5ŜǊōȅΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŜŘ  

Of horses that go with such wonderful speed;  

²ŜΩǊŜ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ƘƻƴŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ  

In riding and racing and try to create  

True sport, in the sense that is highest and dear  

To England, whose pride is this race of the year.  

 

 

W. Phillpotts Williams 
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Ten Broeck 

hƭŜ Ƴŀƴ IŀǊǇŜǊΩǎ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǘΣ  

{ƭŜŜǇƛƴΩ ǿƘŀǊΩ ǘƘŜ ōƭǳŜƎǊŀǎǎ ōƭƻǿǎΦ  

hƴ ǘƘŜ ǳǇƭŀƴŘΩǎ ǾŜǊŘŀƴǘ ŎǊŜǎǘΣ  

²ƘŀǊΩ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǊǊȅ Řaisy grows;  

¢Ŝƴ .ǊƻŜŎƪΩǎ ǎƭŀō ƻŦ ƳŀǊōƭŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ  

DƭƛǎǘŜƴǎ ΨƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ǎǳƴΣ  

.ȅ ǘƘŜ ǇŀŘŘƻŎƪΣ ǿƘŀǊΩ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ  

And glory of his fame begun.  

 

[ƻǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŀŎŜ ƘƻǎǎΚ ¢ƛƳŜ ƻΩ ŘŀȅΗ  

Harper loved him like a child,  

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǉǳƛŎƪ ǘǊŜƳōƭƛƴΩ ƴŜƛƎƘ  

wƛƴƎƛƴΩ from the woodland wild  

CŜƭƭ ǳǇƻƴ ƻƭŜ IŀǊǇŜǊΩǎ ŜŀǊ  

Like a strain of music sweet,  

²ŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƴƻ ƳǳǎƛŎ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ  

Like the tread of race-hoss feet.  

 

Yes, I saw that four-mile run  

Down at Louisville in July,  

Hot? τ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛƭƛƴΩ ǎǳƴ  

Flamed the clouds along the sky.  

Ten Broeck, white with lathered foam,  

Like an eagle cut the air,  

Brought his colors safely home,  

Writ his name in history there.  

 

Ole Kentucky saw that day  

All her native pride retained,  

/ƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ Ƨƻȅ ƛƴ ǎǿŀȅ  

When they knowed the race was gained τ 

hƭŜ Ƴŀƴ IŀǊǇŜǊΩǎ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǎǘΣ  

{ƭŜŜǇƛƴΩ ǿƘŀǊΩ ǘƘŜ ōƭǳŜƎǊŀǎǎ ōƭƻǿǎΣ τ 

¢Ŝƴ .ǊƻŜŎƪΩǎ ǎƭŀō ƛǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜǎǘ  

²ƘŀǊΩ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǊǊȅ Řŀƛǎȅ ƎǊƻǿǎΦ  

 

James Tandy Ellis 
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Famous Ballad of the Jubilee Cup 

You may lift me up in your arms, lad, and turn my face to the sun,  

For a last look back at the dear old track where the Jubilee cup was won;  

And draw your chair to my side, lad τ no, thank ye, I feel no pain τ  

CƻǊ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛŘŜΣ ƭŀŘΤ ōǳǘ LΩƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  

 

LΩƳ ǎŜǾŜƴǘȅ-nine or nearly, and my head it has long turned gray,  

But it all comes back as clearly as though it was yesterday τ  

The dust, and the bookies shouting around the clerk of the scales,  

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƭŜǊƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƴƻōǎ ƛƴ ŦƻǊŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ΨLǎ ΨLƎƘƴŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ tǊƛƴŎŜ ƻŦ ²ŀƭŜǎΦ  

 

Ψ¢ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƴƛƴŜ-ƘƻƭŜ ǘƘǊŜǎƘ ǘƻ ǿƛƴŘΩŀǊŘ όōǳǘ none of us cared for that),  

With a straight run home to the service tee, and a finish along the flat,  

ά{ǘƛŦŦΚέ ŀƘΣ ǿŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ǎŀȅ ƛǘΗ {Ǉƻǘ ōŀǊǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀǘ ŦƛǾŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ǘŜƴΗ  

.ǳǘ ŀǘ ǘǿƻ ŀƴŘ ŀ ōƛǎǉǳŜ LΩŘ ƘŀΩ Ǌǳƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǎƪΤ ŦƻǊ L ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŜƴƘƻǊƴ ǘƘŜƴΦ  

 

So we stripped to the B. Race signal, the old red swallowtail τ  

There was young Ben Bolt and the Portland Colt, and Aston Villa, and Yale;  

And W. G., and Steinitz, Leander and The Saint,  

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ DŜǊƳŀƴ 9ƳǇŜǊƻǊΩǎ aŜǘŜƻǊΣ ŀ-looking as fresh as paint;  

 

John Roberts (scratch), and Safety Match, The Lascar, and Lorna Doone,  

Oom Paul (a bye), and Romany Rye, and me upon Wooden Spoon;  

And some of us cut for partners, and some of us strung for baulk,  

And some of us tossed for stations τ But there, what use to talk?  

 

Three-quarter-back on the Kingsclere crack was station enough for me,  

With a fresh jackyarder blowing and the Vicarage goal a-lee!  

And I leaned and patted her centre-bit and eased the quid in her cheek,  

²ƛǘƘ ŀ ά{ƻƘ Ƴȅ ƭŀǎǎΗέ ŀƴŘ ŀ ά²ƻŀ ȅƻǳ ōǊǳǘŜΗέτ for she could do all but speak.  

 

She was geared a thought too high perhaps; she was trained a trifle fine;  

But she had the grand reach forward! I never saw such a line!  

Smooth-bored, clean run, from her fiddle head with its dainty ear half-cock,  

Hard-bit, pur sang, from her overhang to the heel of her off hind sock.  
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Sir Robert he walked beside me as I worked her down to the mark;  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƳƻƴŜȅ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎΣ Ƴȅ ƭŀŘΣέ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜΣ άŀƴŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ΨŜƳ Ψǎ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ŘŀǊƪΤ  

.ǳǘ ŜŀǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜŜǘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ōǳƴƪŜǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ pack the scrummages tight,  

!ƴŘ ǳǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƭƛŘŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩƭƭ ŘǊƛƴƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ǘƻ-ƴƛƎƘǘΗέ  

 

But I bent and tightened my stretcher. Said I to myself, said I τ  

άWƻƘƴ WƻƴŜǎΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ WǳōƛƭŜŜ /ǳǇΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ƻǊ ŘƛŜΦέ  

And the wƻǊŘǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ǎǇƻƪŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǳƳǇƛǊŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ άtƭŀȅΗέ  

!ƴŘ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ƪƛŎƪŜŘ ƻŦŦ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ DŀǎǿƻǊƪǎ 9ƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ά¸ƻƛŎƪǎΗέ ŀƴŘ ŀ άDƻƴŜ !ǿŀȅΗέ  

 

And at first I thought of nothing, as the clay flew by in lumps,  

But stuck to the old Ruy Lopez, and wondered whoΩŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ŦƻǊ ǘǊǳƳǇǎΣ  

And luffed her close to the cushion, and watched each one as it broke,  

And in triple file up the Rowley Mile we went like a trail of smoke.  

 

¢ƘŜ [ŀǎŎŀǊ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƳƻǳƴǘ ǘƻ ƳǳŎƘΣ  

For old Oom Paul was quick on the ball, and headed it back to touch;  

And the whole first flight led off with the right as The Saint took up the pace,  

And drove it clean to the putting green and trumped it there with an ace.  

 

John Roberts had given a miss in baulk, but Villa cleared with a punt;  

And keeping her service hard and low the Meteor forged to the front;  

With Romany Rye to windward at dormy and two to play,  

And Yale close up τ ōǳǘ ŀ WǳōƛƭŜŜ /ǳǇ ƛǎƴΩǘ Ǌǳƴ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŘŀȅΦ  

 

We laid our course for the Warner τ I tell you the pace was hot!  

And again off Tattenham Corner a blanket covered the lot.  

Check side! Check side! now steer her wide! and barely an inch of room,  

²ƛǘƘ ¢ƘŜ [ŀǎŎŀǊΩǎ ǘŀƛƭ ƻǾŜǊ ƻǳǊ ƭŜŜ Ǌŀƛƭ ŀƴŘ ōǊǳǎƘƛƴƎ [ŜŀƴŘŜǊΩǎ ōƻƻƳΦ  

 

We were running as strong as ever τ eight knots τ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŀǎǘΤ  

For the spray and the bails were flying, the whole field tailing fast;  

And the Portland Colt had shot his bolt, and Yale was bumped at the Doves,  

And The Lascar resigned to Steinitz, stalemated in fifteen moves.  

 

It was bellows to mend with Roberts τ starred three for a penalty kick:  

.ǳǘ ƘŜ ŎƘŀƭƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎǳŜ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ ΨŜƳ ǘƘŜ ōǳǘǘΣ ŀƴŘ hƻƳ tŀǳƭ ƳŀǊƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛŎƪ τ  

άhŦŦǎƛŘŜτ No Ballτ ŀƴŘ ŀǘ ŦƻǳǊǘŜŜƴ ŀƭƭΗ aŀǊƪ /ƻŎƪΗ ŀƴŘ ǘǿƻ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ƴƻōΗέ  

ά²ƘŜƴ ²Φ DΦ Ǌŀƴ ŎƭŜŀƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜŜ and beat him twice with a lob.  
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He yorked him twice on a crumbling pitch and wiped his eye with a brace,  

But his guy-rope split with the strain of it and he dropped back out of the race;  

!ƴŘ L ŘǊŜǿ ŀ ōŜŀŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ aŜǘŜƻǊΩǎ ƭŜŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎƛƴƎ ƴƻƴŜ ǘƻƻ soon,  

Bent over and patted her garboard strake, and called upon Wooden Spoon.  

 

She was all of a shiver forward, the spoondrift thick on her flanks,  

.ǳǘ LΩŘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜǊ ŀƴ Ŝŀǎȅ ƎŀƳōƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƴǳǊǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōŀƴƪǎΤ  

She answered her helm τ the darling! and woke up now with a rush,  

²ƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜ aŜǘŜƻǊΩǎ ƧƻŎƪΣ ƘŜ ǎŀǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǊƻŎƪ τ he knew we rode for his brush!  

 

There was no one else left in it. The Saint was using his whip,  

And Safety Match, with a lofting catch, was pocketed deep at slip ;  

And young Ben .ƻƭǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƴƛōƭƛŎƪ ǘƻƻƪ Ƴƛǎǎ ŀǘ [ŜŀƴŘŜǊΩǎ ƭǳƴƎŜΣ  

But topped the net with the ricochet, and Steinitz threw up the sponge.  

 

But none of the lot could stop the rot τ ƴŀȅΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀǎƪ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇΗ  

The Villa had called for lemons, Oom Paul had taken his drop,  

And both were kicking the referee. Poor fellow! he done his best;  

.ǳǘΣ ōŜƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŘƻǳōǘΣ ƘŜΩŘ ǊǳƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǳǘ τ which he always did when pressed.  

 

So inch by inch, I tightened the winch, and chucked the sand bags out τ  

I heard the nursery cannons pop, I heard the bookies shout :  

ά ¢ƘŜ aŜǘŜƻǊ ǿƛƴǎΗέ άbƻΣ ²ƻƻŘŜƴ {ǇƻƻƴΗέ /ƘŜŎƪΗέ ά±ŀƴǘŀƎŜΗέ ά[ŜƎ .ŜŦƻǊŜΗέ  

ά[ŀǎǘ [ŀǇΗέ άtŀǎǎ bŀǇΗέ !ǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎŀŘŘƭŜ-flap I put up the helm and wore.  

 

You may overlap at the saddle-ŦƭŀǇΣ ŀƴŘ ȅŜǘ ōŜ ƭƻƻΩŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǇŜ Υ  

And it all depends upon changing ends, how a seven-year-old will shape;  

It was tack and tack to the Lepe and back τ a fair ding-dong to the Ridge,  

!ƴŘ ƘŜ ƭŜŘ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ŎŀƴǾŀǎ ȅŜǘ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǘ ΨƴŜŀǘƘ IŀƳƳŜǊǎƳƛǘƘ .ǊƛŘƎŜΦ  

 

He led by his forward canvas τ he led from his strongest suit τ  

But along we went on a roaring scent, and at Fawley I gained a foot.  

He fisted off with his jigger, and gave me his wash τ too late !  

Deuce τ Vantage τ Check! By neck and neck we rounded into the straight.  

 

L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ά/ƻƴǉǳŜǊƛƴƎ Ψ9Ǌƻέ ŀ-ŎǊŀǎƘƛƴƎ ƻƴ DƻŘŦǊŜȅΩǎ ōŀƴŘΣ  

And my hopes fell sudden to zero, just there, with the race in hand τ  

Lƴ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ǳǊŦΩǎ .ƭǳŜ wƛōōƻƴΣ ƛƴ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǳƳǇƛǊŜΩǎ ǘŀǇŜΣ  

As I felt the tack of her spinnaker c-rack! as I heard the steam escape!  
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Had I lost at that awful juncture my presence of mind?. . . but no!  

I leaned and felt for the puncture, and plugged it there with my toe . . .  

IŀƴŘ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ aŜƳōŜǊǎΩ {ǘŀƴŘ L ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŜŀǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǳǇΣ  

Shot τ clean and fair τ to the crossbar there, and landed the Jubilee Cup !  

 

ά ¢ƘŜ ƻŘŘ ōȅ ŀ ƘŜŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƭŜƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣέ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ WǳŘƎŜ ƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘΥ  

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǳƳǇƛǊŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ά hǾŜǊΗέ ōǳǘ L ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǎǇƻƪŜ ƴƻǊ ǎǘƛǊǊŜŘΦ  

They crowded round: for there on the ground I lay in a dead-cold swoon,  

Pitched neck and crop on the turf atop of my beautiful Wooden Spoon.  

 

Her dewlap tire was punctured, her bearings all red hot;  

{ƘŜ ΨŘ ŀ ƭƻƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ōƻǿǎǇǊƛǘ ǎǇǊǳƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƎŜŀǊ ƛƴ ŀ ƪƴƻǘ Τ  

And amid the sobs of her backers, Sir Robert loosened her girth  

!ƴŘ ƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƴŀŎƪŜǊΩǎΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǊŀŎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƭŀǎǘ ƻƴ ŜŀǊǘƘΗ  

 

But I mind me well of the tear that fell from the eye of our noble Prince,  

And the things he said as he tucked me in bed τ ŀƴŘ L ΨǾŜ ƭŀƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜΤ  

¢ƘƻΩ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ƎŜǘǎ Ƴƛxed up queerly that happened before my spill, τ  

.ǳǘ L ŘǊŜǿ Ƴȅ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ȅŜŀǊƭȅΥ ƛǘΩƭƭ Ǉŀȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊΩǎ ōƛƭƭΦ  

 

LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛŘŜΣ ƭŀŘ τ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŘƛƎ ƳŜ ŀ ƴǳƳōƭŜ ƎǊŀǾŜΣ  

And whiles you will bring your bride, lad, and your sons, if sons you have,  

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǿǎ ŀǊŜ ǿŜŜǇƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŜŎƘƻŜǎ ƳǳǊƳǳǊ άtŜŀŎŜΗέ  

And the salt, salt tide comes creeping and covers the popping-crease ;  

 

In the hour when the ducks deposit their eggs with a boasted force,  

¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ƭƻƻƪ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΣ άIƻǿ ǿŀǎ ƛǘΚέ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ  

And your voice will break as you try to speak of the glorious first of June,  

When the Jubilee Cup, with John Jones up, was won upon Wooden Spoon.  

 

 

 

Arthur Thomas Quiller-Couch 
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The Trotting Wonders of 1889 

!ǎ ƻΩŜǊ ƻƭŘ Ω89 the veil was dropped  

¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƘǳǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǾƛŜǿ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǘΣ ǘƘƻΩ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊƎƻǘΣ  

Old veterans in the years to come will read  

hŦ ΩуфΣ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊ ƻŦ ǿƻƴŘǊƻǳǎ ǎǇŜŜŘΦ  

Maud S., the queen, stood trembling in her stall,  

In fear of baby three-year-old Sunol!  

And Bonner, still, to keep the magic crown,  

CƻǊ ǎŀŦŜǘȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ Ψǘ ǿŀǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ Řƻǿƴ  

And buy the wonder ere she snatched the prize  

That Maud still clutched before his welcome eyes.  

¢ƘƻΩ {ǳƴƻƭ ƛǎ ŀ ƳŀǊǾŜƭ ǎǳǊŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ  

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǊŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ȅƻǳƴƎǎǘŜǊǎΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ the rough,  

Who yet may knock some seconds from the mark,  

!ƴŘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ŦŀƳŜŘ .ƻƴƴŜǊΩǎ ǎǘŀōƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪΤ  

Axtell, the king, electrify the world τ 

Stamboul or Palo Alto take a whirl!  

These wonders stand a very likely show  

To stop the ticker just a notch below.  

Among the wonders, which, say you, is best?  

LŦ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ŀƭƭƻǿΣ LΩƭƭ ǇƛŎƪ ƻƴŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǎǘ τ 

LΩƭƭ ƭŀȅ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ !ȄǘŜƭƭΩǎ ƛƴŦŀƴǘ ƘŜŀŘΣ  

The greatest wonder yet alive or dead!  

Maud S., you say, with Queen stamped on her brow,  

And Axtell still to Sunol has to bow.  

¸ŜǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƎǊŀƴǘΤ ōǳǘ ƭƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴŜǊǎ ƻΩŜǊ τ 

Was ever such a thing heard of before;  

A novice in the art, breed, raise and drive  

The fastest stallion that stands up alive,  

And only three years old, when like a ghost  

He tore the stallion record from the post?  

It takes an expert to get all the speed  

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŜŜǘȅ-going steed.  

Experience and skill in all things will excel,  

And that is why Sunol has beat Axtell.  

Time wins at last with all, no getting by it,  

Although we never give up till we try it.  
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¢ƘŜ ǘǊƻǘǘƛƴƎ ǿƻƴŘŜǊǎ ǎŜŜƴ ƛƴ Ωуф  

Will brightly shine upon the page of time.  

 

 

Em. Pierce 
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In Memory of Nancy Hanks 

Dead is the famous Nancy,  

One time Queen of the Trot,  

That went against all comers  

And got away with the lot.  

 

Lot of the swiftest speeders  

That ever hit the track,  

But Nancy showed them her paces,  

And set the whole bunch back.  

 

Back to the common figures  

Which mark the fastest stunt  

Of their very best performance,  

While Nancy went to the front.  

 

Front of the trotting record  

That turned all others down,  

And placed on the time of Nancy  

¢ƘŜ vǳŜŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ǊƻǘǘŜǊǎΩ ŎǊƻǿƴΦ  

 

Crown that she wore with honor  

Through many a brilliant race,  

And passed it on to the next one  

Fitted to fill her place.  

 

Place in the glory record,  

Up there at the head,  

Lit by the blazing turf-light,  

Undimmed now she is dead.  

 

Dead out there in Kentucky,  

At rest in a bluegrass spot,  

Where the lovers of all good horses  

May lay a forget-me-not.  

 

 

William James Lampton 
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The Ringers 

¸ŜǎΣ LΩǾŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǊƛƴƎŜǊΣ  

Slept and drank and ate my dinner  

In a box car with a winner,  

Going forty miles an hour;  

!ƴŘ LΩǾŜ ǊǳōōŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǉǳƛǾŜǊƛƴƎ ƳǳǎŎƭŜ  

In between heats, in a tussle,  

When he had to hump and hustle  

And show all his speed and power.  

 

But that ringer was a wonder,  

They could never knock him under,  

Unless some one made a blunder,  

hǊ ƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ά²ǊƻƴƎΣέ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΗ  

.ǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ƛƴ ŀ άŦƛǘέ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴΣ  

Let him draw any old position,  

He just seemed to know his mission  

When the word was given, τ άƎƻΗέ  

 

²ƘŜƴ LΩŘ ǘŀƪŜ Ƴȅ ǎŜŀǘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳΣ  

I would know just where to find him,  

And I never used to mind him,  

If he scored a little rank;  

For I knew he soon would settle,  

!ƭǘƘƻΩ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ƎŀƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƳŜǘǘƭŜΣ  

He would never chafe or nettle,  

For he was no trotting crank!  

 

Oh, the name he trotted under,  

Well, he sure had quite a number,  

And I often had to wonder  

²Ƙŀǘ ǿŜΩŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƛƳ ƴŜȄǘΗ  

Sometimes we would dub him Hard Oaks,  

Yes, some fellows thought him Small Hopes,  

Then, again we named him Tough Spokes,  

And he answered well the text.  
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One day ǿŜΩŘ ǘǊƻǘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƘƛǇ ƘƛƳΣ  

¢ƘǊŜŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ƳƛƭŜǎ ǿŜΩŘ ǎƭƛǇ ƘƛƳ  

.ŜŦƻǊŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǿŜΩŘ ǎǘǊƛǇ ƘƛƳ  

As a green one for the race;  

It makes me blush to say it,  

LǘΩǎ ŀ ŘƛǊǘȅ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ Ǉƭŀȅ ƛǘΣ  

But the tariff τ we must pay it,  

And put on an honest face.  

 

But at last, out West we got it,  

When two Blue Bulls like a rocket  

Ran and paced us in the pocket,  

While the judges blandly smile;  

To our claim of foul, they, winking,  

Say according to their thinking,  

L ΨƳ ŀ ŎǊŀƴƪΣ ƻǊ ōŜŜƴ ŀ-drinking,  

hǊ LΩƳ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ 9ŀǎǘŜǊƴ άǎǘȅƭŜΗέ  

 

.ǳǘ ŀǿŀȅ ƻƴŎŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎΣ  

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƴƎ L ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ  

¢Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ ōƭƻǿƛƴƎ  

Ere they head me in the race;  

But I see a Blue Bull coming,  

IŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘǊƻǘǘƛƴƎΣ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎΣ  

But with stride terrific, stunning,  

That side-wheeler takes my place.  

 

.ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿŘ ŀƭƭ ǎǿŜŀǊ ƘŜΩǎ ǘǊƻǘǘƛƴƎΣ  

And my protest goes for nothing,  

All I get is hoots and scoffing,  

While I ask for justice there;  

But the judges with a glimmer,  

Say you pesky New York sinner,  

That Blue Bull has beat your ringer,  

And he trotted fair and square.  

 

²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǿŜΩŘ Řƻ ƴƻ ǎǉǳŜŀƭƛƴƎ  

As our business, close to stealing,  

Kinder soothed us in our feeling,  

And we shipped for home that day;  

But that Indiana stinger,  

Was the first and last dust slinger,  
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That played havoc with our ringer,  

Which is all I have to say.  

 

 

Em. Pierce 
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Our Horses 

This is our English stable lad,  

A curious mixture of good and bad τ 

But a way with a horse that would make you glad τ 

²ƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ άǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ ǎƛǊΗέ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ άǾŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘΣέ  

His sure light hand and a head like wood;  

He sits as only a horseman could,  

In the saddle where he was bred.  

 

Royally bred and quick as a cat,  

A little light, but her bone is flat,  

This Roman-ƴƻǎŜŘ Ŧƛƭƭȅ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘΦ  

{ƘŜΩǎ ǘƘǊŜŜ ȅŜŀǊ ƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ L ōŜƎ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǘŜ  

¸ƻǳΩŘ ƻǇŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǘŜ  

That filly can step to a five-bar gate  

And clear it out of her stride.  

 

This chestnut mare is rising five;  

I doubt if we ever will break her alive,  

To go under saddle or even to drive τ  

It all depends on the way she feels.  

{ƘŜΩǎ ƳƛƎƘǘȅ ǘƛŎƪƭƛǎƘ ǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŜƭǎΣ  

LΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ōŜ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ǘƘan over the wheels  

When day-light shines on her shoes.  

 

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ōƛƎ ōŀȅ ƘƻǊǎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛǊŘ ƭƻƻǎŜ ōƻȄ  

With a coat like satin and three white socks,  

Powerful stifle and clean-cut hocks τ 

A bold bright eye and a heart of gold,  

A mouth as light as a child could hold τ 

He never knew wrong since the day he was foaled:  

A hunter of high degree.  

 

She can trot all day and be just the same;  

In the show ring, too, she has made her name;  

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ƘŀƛǊ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƘƛŘŜ ōǳǘ ƛǎ ƎŀƳŜΦ  

The best of all till the last I save:  

So strong, so honest, so gentle and brave,  
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She has paid us back every copper we gave τ 

The big brown mare at the end.  

 

They are all sold now and I long in vain  

To feel the pull on the bridle rein  

Or hear the creak of a saddle again;  

To handle a horse for his own sweet sake,  

As he frets for his head while you give and take,  

Till you see a jump you know you can make,  

Then loose him, and over he goes.  

 

 

F M Ware 
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¢ƘŜ CƻȄƘǳƴǘŜǊΩǎ 5ǊŜŀƳ 

I sit and close my eyelids and I dream I see them pass,  

I seem to smell the perfume of the bracken and the grass.  

The stirring cries of hunting ring again throughout my brain,  

The longing that it rouses there is worse than any pain.  

 

Above the roar of London I can hear the voice of hounds,  

¢ƘŜ ŎǊŀŎƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƴǘǎƳŀƴΩǎ ǿƘƛǇ ŀƴŘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘŜƭƭƛƴg sounds.  

The din of locomotion in the teeming busy street  

Lǎ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ŀ ŦƻȄΩǎ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ ŦŜŜǘΦ  

 

I dream I watch his progress as he scuds along the ground,  

!ƴŘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƛǎ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ǝƻŀƭ ǘƻ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŜΩǎ ōƻǳƴŘΦ  

And though his heart is bursting and his eyes are red with rage,  

He pushes on his journey, with defiance, stage by stage.  

 

He glares about him τ dares not rest τ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ hot upon the scent!  

¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΗ !ƘΣ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ƛǎ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ǎǇŜƴǘΦ  

I grip my armchair handles with the sweat upon my brow τ 

My sympathy is with the fox; I want to save him now!  

 

But hounds are running, noses down, at a terrific rate,  

The first red-coated rider neatly tops the five-barred gate.  

The huntsman rams the rowels in and grips his saddle tight;  

Behind him streams the eager field τ it is a thrilling sight!  

 

!ƴŘ ŦŀǊ Řƻǿƴ ȅƻƴŘŜǊ ŜƳΩǊŀƭŘ ǎƭƻǇŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ǎǇŜŎƪ  

IƻƭŘǎ ŜǾΩǊȅ ŜȅŜ ŀƴŘ ŜǾΩǊȅ ƘŜŀǊǘΤ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƎŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƴŜŎƪ ōȅ ƴŜŎƪΦ  

The thundering of hoofs rings out and hounds are screaming shrill,  

¢Ƙŀǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦƻȄΣ ƘŜΩǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ƎǊƛǘ τ ƘŜΩǎ ƭŜŀŘƛƴƎΗ ƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǎǘƛƭƭΗ  

 

* * *  

 

¢ƘŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƘŜ ǾƛǎƛƻƴΩǎ ƎƻƴŜΗ 5ǳƭƭ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ŎƭŀƛƳǎ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΦ  

L Ψƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿΣ ōǳǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ L ƎǳŜǎǎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƻȄ Ǝƻǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀǿŀȅΦ  

 

 

G C Scheu 



 

135 

The Elkridge Hunt Club 

The Elkridge pack went out one day,  

To hunt in Harford far away,  

The riders all were keen and gay,  

Their hounds were fit and ready.  

Lƴ ǿƻƻŘŜŘ ŎƻǾŜǊǘ ǎƻƻƴ ǘƘŜȅ άŦƻǳƴŘΣέ  

Right on the trail was every hound,  

With stern in air and nose to ground,  

The pace was fast and steady.  

 

The course lay over hill and dale,  

The jumps were on a biggish scale,  

With ditches wide and post and rail,  

¢Ƙŀǘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ άƭƻǘ ƻŦ ŘƻƛƴƎΦέ  

But on the pack relentless pressed  

¢ƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘΣ ƛƴ άǇƛƴƪέ ŀƴŘ ƳǳŦǘƛ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘΣ  

!ƭƭ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ƘŀǊŘΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ άǇƻǎǎŜǎǎŜŘΣέ  

Close on their heels pursuing.  

 

At length to give the pack a lurch,  

The wily fox made for a church,  

Where moss-grown tombs might stop the search,  

And give him time for breathing.  

And here he found a strong ally,  

CƻǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀŎƪ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴ άŦǳƭƭ ŎǊȅΣέ  

Out stepped a black-frocked Dominie,  

With wrath and anger seething.  

 

The foremost rider came in sight,  

A picture she with color bright,  

Her dark blue habit fitting tight,  

Her mount well-bred and mannered.  

She cleared the wall in gallant shape,  

And saw the parson stand a-gape.  

(Meanwhile the fox made his escape  

And down the hill meandered.)  
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άIƻƭŘ ƘŀǊŘΗέ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǎƻƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀƭƻǳŘΣ  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŀŎǊƛƭŜƎƛƻǳǎ ŎǊƻǿŘΚ  

With shame my scanty locks are bowed  

To think of such misdoing.  

Consider well this pious thatch!  

5ƻƴΩǘ ǊƛŘŜ ǳǇƻƴ Ƴȅ ǎǇƛƴŀŎƘ ǇŀǘŎƘΗ  

My cat is scared τ ǘƘŜ ŜƎƎǎ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǘŎƘΗ  

The mischief is a-brewing!  

 

άDŜǘ ƻǳǘΗ ±ŀƳƻƻǎŜΗ {ƘƻƻΗ {ŎŀǘΗ .ŜƎƻƴŜΗ  

²ƻŜΗ ²ƻŜΗ !ƭŀǎΗ LΩƳ ŀƭƭ ǳƴŘƻƴŜΗ  

Go right back home each, every one!  

And hang your heads in sorrow!  

But τ if that lady on the bay  

Will jump that fence across the way,  

You all can come back every day,  

Beginning with to-ƳƻǊǊƻǿΦέ  

 

 

D S G 
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The Master of the Horse 

Horses, like men, need a fair bit of schooling,  

Three things are certain, whatever they say;  

Kindness and courage, and patience you must have τ 

Breaking a horse is not done in a day.  

 

No matter what is his age or his temper,  

One method only for all in the main,  

Not one way with one horse, and one with another τ 

{ŜŜƪ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƴŜŀǊŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŀƴƛƳŀƭΩǎ ōǊŀƛƴΦ  

 

Instead of applying the whip and the rowel,  

Feel him out firmly with finger and knee,  

Speak to him coolly, coax him as kindly τ 

hǊ ƳŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ Ŧƭȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ƭŜŀΦ  

 

If you would master him, why not remember  

To first teach yourself how to work and obey?  

Are the lazy and insolent best in the saddle  

²ƘŜƴ ŜŦŦƻǊǘ ŀƴŘ Řǳǘȅ ƴŜΩŜǊ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŀȅΚ  

 

See to the grazing, the stabling and feeding,  

/ƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƛƴΤ  

You like some comfort and good food to work on τ 

Then never break horses when hungry and thin.  

 

Give a young bolter the rein for a moment,  

Play with his nature and see ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜΩƭƭ ŘƻΤ  

Sure τ if you bear on him, jag him and saw him,  

There may be a wide gap a-tween him and you.  

 

LŦ ƘŜ άǘŀƪŜǎ ƘƻƭŘέ ŀǎ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƻǾŜǊǘΣ  

And you are not feeling as fit as you should,  

DƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǘǳǊƴǎ ΨǊƻǳƴŘ ŀ ǇƭƻǳƎƘ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘǎ ŦǳǊǊow τ 

It might tend to alter his fidgety mood.  

 

{ƻƳŜ ŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘǊŀǎƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ άǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ΨŜƳ ŘƻƴŜΣέ  

Those that have taken to bolt or to kick;  
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Others, with Galvayne, would humor their hearing;  

aŀƴȅ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ Ψǳƴ ƛǎ ǎǇƻƛƭΩŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǘƛŎƪΦ  

 

²ƘŜƴ ƘŜΩǎ ŘƻƴŜ ǿŜƭƭΣ ƘŜ should know you commend him,  

This is his due as a matter of course;  

The horse understands brains makes man the master,  

So break in yourself τ and then break in the horse.  

 

 

George Algernon Fothergill 
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The Old Gray Mare 

¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ a line of rails on an up-land green  

With a good take-off and a landing sound,  

Six fences grim as were ever seen,  

!ƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŦƻȄ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǳƴŘΦ  

Oh, that was a country free and fair  

For the raking stride of my old gray mare!  

 

With her raking stride and her head borne high,  

And her ears a-prick, and her heart a-flame,  

And the steady look of her deep brown eye,  

I warrant the gray mare knew the game:  

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ά¦Ǉ ǘƻ ƛǘΣ ƭŀǎǎΗέ ŀƴŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ƪƴŜǿΣ  

We were up and off, and on we flew.  

 

The rooks from the grass got up, and so,  

With a caw and flap, away they went;  

When the gray mare made up her mind to go  

At the tail of the hounds on a breast-high scent,  

The best of the startled rooks might fail  

To match her flight over post and rail.  

 

While some of the thrusters grew unnerved,  

And looked and longed for an open gate,  

And one crashed down and another swerved,  

She went for it always true and straight:  

She pounded the lot, for she made it good  

With never a touch of splintered wood.  

 

Full many a year has come and gone  

Since last she gathered her spring for me,  

And lifted me up, and so flew on  

Unchecked in a country fair and free.  

LΩǾŜ ǊƛŘŘŜƴ ŀ ǎŎƻǊŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜƴΣ ōǳǘ ƴŜΩŜǊ  

Crossed one that could live with the old gray mare.  

 

 

Rudolph Chambers Lehmann 
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Nota Bene 

.ƻȅǎΣ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƴǘƛƴƎ ŦƛŜƭŘΗ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ Ψǘ ƛǎ bƻǾŜƳōŜǊΣ  

¢ƘŜ ǿƛƴŘΩǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳǘƘ τ but a word ere we start;  

IƻǿŜǾŜǊ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ  

That hǳƴǘƛƴƎΩǎ ŀ ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŀǊǘΦ  

The fox takes precedence of all from the cover;  

¢ƘŜ ƘǳƴǘŜǊΩǎ ŀƴ ŀƴƛƳŀƭ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜƭȅ ōǊŜŘΣ  

After the pack to be ridden, not over:  

Hounds are not reared to be knocked on the head.  

 

 

Anonymous 
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The Death of the Old Squire 

Ψ¢ǿŀǎ a wild, mad kind of night, as black as the bottomless pit;  

The wind was howling away like a Bedlamite in a fit,  

Tearing the ash boughs off, and mowing the poplars down,  

In the meadows beyond the old flour mill, where you turn off to the town.  

 

And the rain (well it did rain) dashing against the window glass,  

And deluging on the roof, as the Devil were come to pass;  

The gutters were running in floods outside the stable door,  

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻǳǘǎ ǎǇƭŀǎƘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƭŜǎΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎƛǾŜ ƻΩŜǊΦ  

 

[ƻǊΩΣ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘŜǊǎ ǊŀǘǘƭŜŘΗ ȅƻǳΩŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƘŀΩ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛŜǾŜǎ  

Were wrenching at the shutters, while a ceaseless pelt of leaves  

Flew to the doors in gusts; and I could hear the beck  

CŀƭƭƛƴƎ ǎƻ ƭƻǳŘ L ƪƴŜǿ ŀǘ ƻƴŎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ŀ ǘŀƭƭ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƴŜŎƪΦ  

 

We was huddling in the harness-room, by a little scrap of fire,  

And Tom, the coachman, he was there, a-practising for the choir;  

But it sounded dismal, the anthem did, for Squire was dying fast,  

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ Řƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘΣ {ǉǳƛǊŜΩǎ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀǘ last.  

 

The death-ǿŀǘŎƘΣ ǎǳǊŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ǘƛŎƪŜŘ ƭƻǳŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘΩ ƻǿŘ ƳŀǊŜΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ  

¢ƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƻƴŎŜ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ōƻȅ ƭŀȅ ŘŜŀŘΤ  

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƻǳƴŘΣ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ¢ƻƳΩǎ ǘǳƴŜΣ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƛǊǊƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƭƭǎΣ  

And the gnawing and the scratching of the rats in the owd walls.  

 

²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ 5ŜŀǘƘΩǎ Ŧƻƻǘ Ǉŀǎǎ ōȅΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴŜŀǊΣ  

And the chill rain, and the wind and cold, made us all shake with fear;  

We listened to the clock up-ǎǘŀƛǊǎΣ Ψǘ ǿŀǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƻŦǘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǿΣ  

For ǘƘŜ ƴǳǊǎŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǳǊƴ ƻŦ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ {ǉǳƛǊŜΩǎ ǎƻǳƭ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƎƻΦ  

 

Master had been a wildish man, and led a roughish life;  

5ƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜ ǎƘƻƻǘ ǘƘŜ .ƻǿǘƻƴ {ǉǳƛǊŜΣ ǿƘƻ ŘŀǊŜŘ ǿǊƛǘŜ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜΚ  

He beat the Rads at Hindon Town, I heard, in twenty-nine,  

When every pail in the market place was brimmed with red port wine.  
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And as for hunting, bless your soul, why, for forty years or more  

IŜΩŘ ƪŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ aŀǊƭŜȅ ƘƻǳƴŘǎΣ ƳŀƴΣ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀȅǘƘŜǊ ŘƛŘ ŀŦƻǊŜΤ  

And now to die, and in his bed τ the season just begun τ 

άLǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ŦǊŜǘΣέ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀǎ ƛǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ Řƻ ŀƴȅ ƻƴŜΦέ  

 

And when the young sharp lawyer came to see him sign his will,  

Squire made me blow my horn outside as we were going to kill;  

And we turned the hounds out in the court τ that seemed to do him good;  

For he swore, and sent us off to seek a fox in Thornhill Wood.  

 

But then the fever it rose high, and he would go see the room  

Where mistress died ten years ago when Lammastide shall come;  

I mind the year, because our mare at Salisbury broke down;  

Moreover, the town-hall was burnt at Steeple Dinton Town.  

 

It might be two, or half-past two, the wind seemed quite asleep;  

Tom, he was off, but I, awake, sat watch and ward to keep;  

The moon was up, quite glorious like, the rain no longer fell,  

When all at once out clashed and clanged the rusty turret bell  

 

¢Ƙŀǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŦƻǊ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ȅŜŀǊΣ ƴƻǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ [ǳŘŘƛǘŜ ŘŀȅǎΦ  

Tom he leaped up, and I leaped up, for all the house a-blaze  

Had sure not scared us half so much, and out we ran like mad,  

I, Tom and Joe, the whipper-ƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǘΩ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎǘŀōƭŜ ƭŀŘΦ  

 

άIŜΩǎ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣέ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΤ  

I felt as sure as though I saw Squire Barrowly was dead;  

When all at once a door flew back, and he met us face to face;  

His scarlet coat was on his back, and he looked like the old race.  

 

The nurse was clinging to his knees, and crying like a child;  

The maids were sobbing on the stairs, for he looked fierce and wild;  

ά{ŀŘŘƭŜ ƳŜ [ƛƎƘǘƴƛƴƎ .ŜǎǎΣ Ƴȅ ƳŜƴΣέ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΤ  

ά¢ƘŜ Ƴƻƻƴ ƛǎ ǳǇΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƻ ΨŦƛƴŘΩ ŀǘ {ǘƻǇ ƻǊ 9ǘǘŜǊƭȅΦ  

 

άDŜǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎǎΤ LΩƳ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƻ-night, and young again and sound,  

LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ Ǌǳƴ ƻƴŎŜ ƳƻǊŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ Ǉǳǘ ƳŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΤ  

They brought my father home feet first, and it never shall be said  

That his son Joe, who rode so straight, died quietly in his bed.  
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ά.ǊŀƴŘȅΗέ ƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘΤ άŀ ǘǳƳōƭŜǊ ŦǳƭƭΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƳŜƴ ƘƻǿƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜέΤ  

Then clapped the old black velvet cap upon his long gray hair,  

Thrust on his boots, snatched down his whip, though he was old and weak;  

There was a devil in his eye that would not let me speak.  

 

We loosed the dogs to humor him, and sounded on the horn;  

The moon was up above the woods, just east of Haggard Bourne;  

L ōǳŎƪƭŜŘ [ƛƎƘǘƴƛƴƎΩǎ ǘƘǊƻŀǘ-lash fast τ the Squire was watching me;  

He let the stirrups down himself so quick, yet carefully.  

 

Then up he got and spurred the mare, and, ere I well could mount,  

He drove the yard gate open, man, and called to old Dick Blount,  

Our huntsman, dead five years ago τ for the fever rose again,  

And was spreading like a flood of flame fast up into his brain.  

 

Then off he flew before the dogs, yelling to call us on,  

While we stood there, all pale and dumb, scarce knowing he was gone;  

We mounted, and below the hill we saw the fox break out,  

AƴŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǾŜǊǘ ǎƛŘŜ ǿŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ {ǉǳƛǊŜΩǎ ǇŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǎƘƻǳǘΦ  

 

And in the moonlit meadow mist we saw him fly the rail  

Beyond the hurdles by the beck, just half-way down the vale;  

I saw him breast fence after fence τ nothing could turn him back;  

And in the moonlight after him streamed out the brave old pack.  

 

Ψ¢ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳΣ ¢ƻƳ ŎǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǊƻŘŜ ŦǊŜŜ ŀƴŘ ŦŀǎǘΣ  

Hoping to turn him at the brook, that could not well be passed,  

CƻǊ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǿƻƭƭŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƛƴΥ ōǳǘ ŀƘΗ Ψǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜΤ  

Nothing could stop old Lightning Bess but the broad breast of the sea.  

 

The hounds swept on, and well in front the mare had got her stride;  

She broke across the fallow land that runs by the down side;  

We pulled up on Chalk Linton Hill, and, as we stood us there,  

Two fields beyond we saw the Squire fall stone dead from the mare.  

 

Then she swept on, and in full cry the hounds went out of sight;  

A cloud came over the broad moon and something dimmed our sight,  
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As Tom and I bore master home, both speaking under breath;  

!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ L ǎŀǿ ǘƘΩ ƻǿŘ {ǉǳƛǊŜ ǊƛŘŜ ōƻƭŘƭȅ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ  

 

 

Anonymous 
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Horse-Play 
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The Legend of Boastful Bill 

At a roundup on the Gily  

hƴŜ ǎǿŜŜǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴΩ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƎƻΣ  

Ten of us was throwed right freely  

By a hawse from Idaho.  

!ƴŘ ǿŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜΩŘ Ǝƻ ŀ-ōŜƎƎƛƴΩ  

For a man to break his pride,  

Till, a-ƘƛǘŎƘƛƴΩ ǳǇ ƻƴŜ ƭŜƎƎƛƴΣ  

Boastful Bill cut loose and cried τ 

 

άLΩƳ ŀ ƻƴΩǊȅ ǇǊƻǇƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƻ ƘǳǊǘΤ  

I fulfill my earthly mission with a quirt;  

I kin ride the highest liver  

Ψ¢ǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ DǳƭŦ ŀƴŘ tƻǿŘŜǊ wƛǾŜǊΣ  

!ƴŘ LΩƭƭ ōǊŜŀƪ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŀǎ Ŝŀǎȅ ŀǎ LΩŘ ŦƭƛǊǘΦέ  

 

So Bill climbed the Northern Fury  

And they mangled up the air  

Till a native of Missouri  

Would have owned his brag was fair.  

¢ƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭǳƴƎŜǎ ƪŜǇΩ ƘƛƳ ǊŜŜƭƛƴΩ  

And the wind it flapped his shirt,  

Loud above the ƘŀǿǎŜΩǎ ǎǉǳŜŀƭƛƴΩ  

We could hear our friend assert:  

 

άLΩƳ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǎǳŎƘ ǊŀƪƛƴΩǎ ŀǎ ŀ ƧƻƪŜΣ  

Some one hand me up the makings of a smoke!  

LŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ōǊƛƎƘǘΩƴƛƴΩ  

²ΩȅΣ LΩƭƭ ǊƻǇŜ ŀ ǎǘǊŜŀƪ ƻŦ ƭƛƎƘǘƴƛƴΩ  

!ƴŘ LΩƭƭ ŎƛƴŎƘ ΨƛƳ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǎǇǳǊ ΨƛƳ ǘƛƭƭ ƘŜΩǎ ōǊƻƪŜΦέ  

 

Then one caper of repulsion  

.ǊƻƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǿǎŜΩǎ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘǿƻΦ  

Cinches snapped in the convulsion;  

Skyward man and saddle flew.  

¦Ǉ ƘŜ ƳƻǳƴǘŜŘΣ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭŀƎƎƛƴΩΣ  

While we watched him through our tears,  
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!ƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƘƛƴ ōƛǘ ƻŦ ōǊŀƎƎƛƴΩ  

Came a-ŘǊƻǇǇƛƴΩ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ŜŀǊǎΥ  

 

άLŦ ȅƻǳΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ Ƴȅ Ƙŀōƛǘǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƭƻǎŜ  

¸ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƪƴƻǿ LΩǾŜ ōǊƻƪŜ ǎǳŎƘ Ǌŀōōƛǘǎ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǎǎΦ  

L ƘŀǾŜ ƪŜǇΩ Ƴȅ ǘŀƭŜƴǘ ƘƛŘƛƴΩΤ  

LΩƳ ǘƻƻ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ ŜŀǊǘƘƭȅ ǊƛŘƛƴΩ  

!ƴŘ LΩƳ ƻŦŦ ǘƻ ōǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘƴƛƴΩ τ !ŘƛƻǎΗέ  

 

Years have gone since that ascension,  

.ƻŀǎǘŦǳƭ .ƛƭƭ ŀƛƴΩǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭƛǘΤ  

{ƻ ǿŜ ǊŜŎƪƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩǎ ǿǊŜƴŎƘƛƴΩ  

{ƻƳŜ ŎŜƭŜǎǘƛŀƭ ƻǳǘƭŀǿΩǎ ōƛǘΦ  

When the night rain beats our slickers  

And the wind is swift and stout,  

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘƴƛƴΩ ŦƭŀǊŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƭƛŎƪŜǊǎΣ  

We kin sometimes hear him shout τ 

 

άLΩƳ ŀ ōǊƻƴŎƻ-ǘǿƛǎǘƛƴΩ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭȅΤ  

LΩƳ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŘƛƴΩ ǎƻƴ-of-thunder of the sky.  

IƛΗ ȅƻǳ ŜŀǊǘƘƭƛƴΩǎΣ ǎƘǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƛƴŘŜǊǎ  

²ƘƛƭŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǊƛǇǇƛƴΩ ŎƭƻǳŘǎ ǘƻ ŦƭƛƴŘŜǊǎΣ  

If this blue-ŜȅŜŘ ŘŀǊƭƛƴΩ ƪƛŎƪǎ ŀǘ ȅƻǳΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŜΗέ  

 

Stardust on his chaps and saddle,  

Scornful still of jar and jolt,  

IŜΩƭƭ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǎƻƳŜ ŘŀȅΣ ŀ-straddle  

Of a bald-faced thunderbolt.  

And the thin-skinned generation  

Of that dim and distant day  

Sure will stare with admiration  

When they hear old Boastful say: τ 

 

άL ǿŀǎ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ as old rawhiders all confessed.  

bƻǿ LΩƳ ƭŀǎǘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǊƻǳƎƘ-riders, and the best.  

Huh! you soft and dainty floaters,  

²ƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀΩǊƻǇƭŀƴŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǘƻǊǎ τ 

IǳƘΗ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƎǊŀƴŘŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ²ŜǎǘΗέ  

 

 

Badger Clark 
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¢ƘŜ ¦ƴŘŜǊǘŀƪŜǊΩǎ IƻǊǎŜ 

The eldest son bestrides him,  

And the pretty daughter rides him,  

!ƴŘ L ƳŜŜǘ ƘƛƳ ƻŦǘ ƻΩ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ /ƻǳǊǎŜΤ  

And there kindles in my bosom  

An emotion chill and gruesome  

!ǎ L ŎŀƴǘŜǊ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴŘŜǊǘŀƪŜǊΩǎ IƻǊǎŜΦ  

 

Neither shies he nor is restive,  

But a hideously suggestive  

Trot, professional and placid, he affects;  

And the cadence of his hoof-beats  

To my mind this grim reproof beats; τ  

άaŜƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀŎŜΣ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ L ΨƳ ŎƻƳƛƴƎΦ ²ƘƻΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘΚέ  

 

Ah! stud-bred of ill-omen,  

I have watched the strongest go τ men  

Of pith and might and muscle τ at your heels,  

Down the plantain-bordered highway,  

όIŜŀǾŜƴ ǎŜƴŘ ƛǘ ƴŜΩŜǊ ōȅ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅΗύ  

In a lacquered box and jetty upon wheels.  

 

Answer, sombre beast and dreary,  

Where is Brown, the young, the cheery,  

Smith, the pride of all his friends and half the Force? 

You were at that last dread dak  

We must cover at a walk,  

.ǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ h ¦ƴŘŜǊǘŀƪŜǊΩǎ IƻǊǎŜΗ  

 

With your mane unhogged and flowing,  

And your curious way of going,  

And that businesslike black crimping of your tail,  

9ΩŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ .Ŝŀǳǘȅ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ōŀŎƪΣ {ƛǊΣ  

tŀŎƛƴƎ ŀǎ ŀ ƭŀŘȅΩǎ ƘŀŎƪΣ {ƛǊΣ  

What wonder when I meet you I turn pale?  

 

It may be you wait your time, Beast,  

Till I write my last bad rhyme, Beast τ 
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Quit the sunlight, cut the rhyming, drop the glass τ 

Follow after with the others, 

Where some dusky heathen smothers  

Us with marigolds in lieu of English grass.  

 

Or, perchance, in years to follow,  

I shall watch your plump sides hollow,  

See Carnifex (gone lame) become a corse τ 

{ŜŜ ƻƭŘ ŀƎŜ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘ ƻΩŜǊǇƻǿŜǊ ȅƻǳΣ  

And the Station Pack devour you,  

L ǎƘŀƭƭ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜ ǘƘŜƴΣ h ¦ƴŘŜǊǘŀƪŜǊΩǎ IƻǊǎŜΗ  

 

.ǳǘ ǘƻ ƛƴǎǳƭǘΣ ƧƛōŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǉǳŜǎǘΣ LΩǾŜ  

Still the hideously suggestive  

Trot that hammers out the unrelenting text,  

And I hear it hard behind me  

Lƴ ǿƘŀǘ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǎƻŜΩŜǊ L ŦƛƴŘ ƳŜ: τ 

ά{ǳǊŜ ǘƻ ŎŀǘŎƘ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ƻǊ ƭŀǘŜǊΦ ²ƘƻΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘΚέ  

 

 

Rudyard Kipling 
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The Cochero and the Horse 

Every country has its troubles  

Which affect the human tribe;  

Over here they come in doubles,  

Like the donor and the bribe;  

Take the Philippine cochero  

With his Filipino horse,  

¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ŘǊƛǾŜ ŀ ŘŜŀŎƻƴ  

To bad liquor and remorse.  

 

Did you ever see an hombré  

With a sad seraphic face  

On a one-hoss shay calésa,  

Ambling at a backward pace?  

Did you ever wave him from you τ 

Did he ever stop? τ Perhaps,  

LŦ ƘŜΩǎ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƛŜǎǘŀΣ  

Or incurred a mental lapse.  

 

Did he sport a nether garment  

Of a weird chromatic hue,  

And a dinky old sombrero?  

!ƴŘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƘŜǿ  

Betel-nut and plug tobacco?  

Ever see the mixture ooze  

From his classic coral liplets,  

Flavored by the rankest booze?  

 

5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳΣ ά{ƛƎƎȅΗ  

Or LΩƭƭ ōǊŜŀƪ ȅƻǳǊ ōƭƻƻƳƛƴΩ ƘŜŀŘΗέ  

Did he ever swear by all the  

{ŀƛƴǘǎΣ άaȅ ƘƻǊǎŜ ƛǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŘŜŀŘέΚ  

Was the wicked old caballo  

Ever more than half alive?  

Did he ever take a sudden  

Think and make a fancy dive?  
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Did you ever start for Greenland,  

And wind up at the South Pole?  

Did you ever take the bearings  

Of a new-made six-foot hole?  

Did you ever bump a street car?  

Did you ever stop a train?  

Did you ever test the soundness  

Of a cast-steel water main?  

 

5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ άōǳƳǇ ǘƘŜ ōǳƳǇŜǊǎέΚ  

Ever ride a ŎƻƳŜǘΩǎ ǘŀƛƭΚ  

Ever go up in an airship?  

Have you ever raced a snail?  

LŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜΣ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƴƻǘƛƻƴΣ  

hƴƭȅ ΨǇǊƻȄƛƳŀǘŜΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ  

Of the even, easy motion  

Of a Filipino horse.  

 

And the dear old kind cochero!  

How he loves his little plug! τ  

How he strokes him with his whip-lash  

Ψ{ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ Řǳǎǘȅ ǊǳƎΗ  

But the crafty old caballo  

With his horse-sense gone astray  

Wreaks his righteous, deep resentment,  

On the dash-board, day by day.  

 

Now the Philippine cochero  

May be human, τ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΤ  

AƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǊǎŜ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ŀ άŎǊƛǘǘŜǊΣέ  

I have heard it stated so;  

But from all my first-hand knowledge,  

I am free to state, at least,  

It would take a modern Solon  

To distinguish man and beast.  

 

Oh, this world is full of grafters,  

Green-goods men and common crooks,  

Trouble-makers, nature-fakirs,  

Ananiases and Cooks;  

Take them one by one and roll them  

Into one Satanic whole,  
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!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛǇƭŜ ŜǎǎŜƴŎŜ  

hŦ ŀ ōǊƻǿƴ ŎƻŎƘŜǊƻΩǎ ǎƻǳƭΦ  

 

{ƻƳŜ Řŀȅ ǿƘŜƴ LΩƳ ƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŜōƭŜΣ  

And the end is drawing nigh,  

CƘŀƴŎŜǎ ŀǊŜ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ǎŎǊǳǇƭŜǎ  

Ψ.ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŀǊ {ǿŜŜǘ .ȅŜ ŀƴŘ .ȅŜΤ  

¢ƘŜƴ LΩƭƭ Ŏŀƭƭ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ŎƻŎƘŜǊƻ  

On the street, and softly say,  

ά{ƛƎƎȅΗ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ [ƻǿŜǊ wŜƎƛƻƴǎΣέ τ 

And, τ ƘŜΩƭƭ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀȅΦ  

 

 

Norbert Lyons 
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Bolts 

I've a head like a violin-case; I've a jaw like a piece of steel;  

I've a mouth like india-rubber, and devil a bit I feel;  

So I've had my fun with a biped thing that clambered upon my back,  

And I'm in at the death, though I'm panting for breath, right bang in the midst of the pack.  

 

    With a cockney sportsman mounted on top,  

    That has hired me out for the day,  

It's the moment for me to be off for a spree  

    In a new and original way.  

    In my own most original way.  

    Oats! but my spirits were gay!  

When I betted my bit that my rider should sit  

    Somewhere else ere the close of the day.  

 

I started a gentle canter; I felt him bob about,  

His spurs went in, and the roots of sin, they whipped my hind legs out.  

He put his arms around my neck, 'twas kindly meant, I swear,  

But he had no call to spoil it all by pulling out half my hair.  

 

He left his hat in a puddle, he left his whip on a gate,  

The briars knew where, but I don't care, the bits of his tunic wait;  

He bade me stay, I raced away, to the sound of the huntsman's horn,  

And at last I laid him gently in the arms of a bold blackthorn.  

 

The whip waits safe in the harness-room, the groom in the stable yard,  

It's not that I mind a tanning τ my hide's grown far too hard τ  

But that tied to a fly I'm safe to die, and on chaff and straw abstain,  

For as sure as I snort, if they give me this sort, of course I shall do it again.  

 

    With a cockney sportsman mounted on top,  

    That has hired me out for the day,  

It's the moment for me to be off for a spree  

    In a new and original way.  

    In my own most original way.  

    Oats! but my spirits were gay!  
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When I betted my bit that my rider should sit  

    Somewhere else ere the close of the day.  

 

 

Anonymous 
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The Passing of the Horse 

Every little while they tell us that the horse has got to go;  

First the trolley was invented because he went so slow,  

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƴƻǘ ƪŜŜǇ ǊŀƛǎƛƴΩ Ŏƻƭǘǎ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜΦ  

When the street-cars came to moting that the horses pulled before,  

I thought it was all over for old Fan and Doll and Kit,  

{ΩǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜ ǿŀǎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ τ ōǳǘΣ ƘŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ǿŜƴǘ ȅƛǘΗ  

 

When the bike craze first got started people told us right away,  

As you probably remember, that the horse had saw his day.  

People put away ǘƘŜƛǊ ōǳƎƎƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ ƪƛǘƛƴΩ ΨǊƻǳƴŘ ƻƴ ǿƘŜŜƭǎΤ  

¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƭƻǘǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǘǎ ƻŦ ƘƻǊǎŜǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŜŀǊƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳŜŀƭǎΦ  

L ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘ ΨŜƳ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ōƭƻƻƳŜǊǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŦƭƛǘΣ 

!ƴŘ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴΩ τ ōǳǘΣ ƘŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ǿŜƴǘ ȅƛǘΗ  

 

Then they got the horseless carriage, and they said the horse was done,  

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ǘƛƳŜǎ ōȅ 9ŘƛǎƻƴΤ  

Every time he gits another of his batteries to go  

IŜ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǿƘƻƻǇƛƴΩ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƴƻ ǎƘƻǿΦ  

!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΩŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƻ see these chauffers, as they go a-ŎƘŀǳŦŦƛƴΩΣ ƛǘ  

Was good-bye to Mr. Dobbin τ ōǳǘΣ ƘŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ǿŜƴǘ ȅƛǘΗ  

 

²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ Ǝƛǘ ǘƻ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ L ǎΩǇƻǎŜ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǎŀȅΣ  

As we long have been a-ǎŀȅƛƴΩ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜ Ƙŀǎ ƘŀŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀȅΦ  

!ƴŘ L ǎΩǇƻǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻƭŘ ŦŜƭƭŜǊ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜΩƭƭ ǎǘŀƴŘ  

²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǎŀŦŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜǎ ƘŀǳƭƛƴΩ ǎǘǳŦŦ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘΤ  

!ƴŘ ƘŜΩƭƭ ƳŜōōȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀǎ L ŘƻΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿǎ ŀōƻǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŦƭƛǘΣ  

άhƘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜ ƛǎ ŘƻƴŜ ŦƻǊΣ τ ōǳǘΣ ƘŜ ŀƛƴΩǘ ǿŜƴǘ ȅƛǘΗέ  

 

 

S E Kiser 
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Sunday Talk in the Horse Sheds 

(Old Gray Comments on the Service to His Mate) 

 

My shoulders ache, and my knees are stiff, and it makes me want to fight  

When I hear 'em sing, "O Day of Rest! O Day of Joy and Light!"  

For we started late, and to get there soon we had to trot our best;  

"Welcome," -- now hear 'em, -- "delightful morn, sweet day of sacred rest!"  

 

Now Parson's readin' the Scripture: "Remember the Sabbath day --  

In it thou shalt not do any work" -- "Amen," the people say;  

"Thou, nor thy son, nor thy daughter, thy cattle, thy ox, nor thy ass" -- 

Don't seem to exempt the ƘƻǊǎŜǎΣ ŜƘΚ {ƻ ǿŜΩƭƭ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǎǎƻƴ ǇŀǎǎΦ  

 

Can't you step over a little? The sun comes in this side -- 

And it don't say a word about the wife, I reckon that's why they decide  

That Sunday's a' day of rest on the farm from the labors of every-day life  

For everything that the Lord hath made -- except the horses and wife.  

 

"A righteous man regardeth the life of his beast" -- I'd smile  

At the parson's text, but if I did they'd hear me for a mile;  

For I trotted the last ten minutes lame -- I'd picked up a hard, sharp stone,  

An' could hear the old man growlin' because his seat was "hard as a bone."  

 

"Could I but climb where Moses stood" -- but the half of them wouldn't climb ;  

¢ƘŜȅϥŘ ǇƛƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƎƻƴ Ŧǳƭƭϥǎ ϥǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘƻƭŘ ŀƴΩ ǊƛŘŜ ǳǇ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƳŜΤ  

If they had to walk they'd do's they did when your pastern joint was sprained --  

They'd say 'twas too fur, an' stay at home, like they did the times it rained.  

 

I'm goin' to write a hymn some day, an' we'll sing it out in the sheds --  

"Welcome, delightful morn that pours the rain upon our heads;  

Welcome the slush, the snow that drifts, the mud that irritates,  

The storms that bring a Sabbath rest to the cattle within the gates."  

 

His voice was hushed, for the notes of song rose on the hallowed air --  

"Praise God from whom all blessings flow" -- thanksgiving, praise and prayer;  

"Praise him all creatures here below" -- man, beast, and bird and thing -- 
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With the possible exception of the farmer's wife  

     who, having remained at home to prepare a dinner of chicken soup, roast beef, beets,  

     onions, roasting ears, salad, pudding, two kinds of pie, and fruit for her husband,  

     three sons, four daughters, the pastor, his wife and two children, the district secretary  

     of the Home Mission Society, a distant relative from the city come out to spend the day,  

     and two hired men -- had very little time, and not much breath,  

     and possibly not an ever-lasting, superabundant inclination to sing.  

 

 

Robert Jones Burdette 
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How the Old Horse Won the Bet 

Ψ¢ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ ǘǊƻǘǘƛƴƎ-ground,  

¢ƘŜ ōŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƳŜƴ ǿŜǊŜ ƎŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ΨǊƻǳƴŘ  

CǊƻƳ ŦŀǊ ŀƴŘ ƴŜŀǊΤ ǘƘŜ άŎǊŀŎƪǎέ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ  

Whose deeds the sporting prints declare:  

¢ƘŜ ǎǿƛŦǘ ƎΦ ƳΦΣ hƭŘ IƛǊŀƳΩǎ ƴŀƎΣ  

¢ƘŜ ŦƭŜŜǘ ǎΦ ƘΦΣ 5ŀƴ tŦŜƛŦŦŜǊΩǎ ōǊŀƎΣ  

With these a third τ and who is he  

That stands beside his fast b. g.?  

Budd Doble, whose catarrhal name  

So fills the nasal trump of fame.  

There too stood many a noted steed  

Of Messenger and Morgan breed;  

Green horses also, not a few;  

Unknown as yet what they could do;  

And all the hacks that know so well  

The scourgings of the Sunday swell.  

 

Blue are the skies of opening day;  

The bordering turf is green with May;  

¢ƘŜ ǎǳƴǎƘƛƴŜΩǎ ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ƎƭŜŀƳ ƛǎ ǘƘǊƻǿƴ  

On sorrel, chestnut, bay, and roan;  

The horses paw and prance and neigh;  

Fillies and colts like kittens play,  

And dance and toss their rippled manes  

Shining and soft as silken skeins;  

Wagons and gigs are ranged about,  

And fashion flaunts her gay turnout:  

Here stands τ ŜŀŎƘ ȅƻǳǘƘŦǳƭ WŜƘǳΩǎ ŘǊŜŀƳ τ 

The jointed tandem, ticklish team!  

And there in ampler breadth expand  

The splendors of the four-in-hand;  

On faultless ties and glossy tiles  

The lovely bonnets beam their smiles;  

ό¢ƘŜ ǎǘȅƭŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΣ ǎƻ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀǾƻǿΤ  

¢ƘŜ ǎǘȅƭŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴΣ ŀƴȅƘƻǿύΤ  

From flounces frothed with creamy lace  

Peeps out the pug-ŘƻƎΩǎ ǎƳǳǘǘȅ ŦŀŎŜΣ  
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Or spaniel rolls his liquid eye,  

Or stares the wiry pet of Skye, τ  

O woman, in your hours of ease  

So shy with us, so free with these!  

 

ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΗ LΩƭƭ ōŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǘǿƻ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ  

LΩƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ Řƻ ƛǘΗέ ά²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳΚ 5ƻƴŜΗέ  

 

What was it who was bound to do?  

L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŜŀǊΣ ŀƴŘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΣ τ  

tǊŀȅ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ǘƛƭƭ Ƴȅ ǎǘƻǊȅΩǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦ  

Scarce noticed, back behind the rest,  

By cart and wagon rudely prest,  

¢ƘŜ ǇŀǊǎƻƴΩǎ ƭŜŀƴ ŀƴŘ ōƻƴȅ ōŀȅ  

Stood harnessed in his one-horse shay τ 

Lent to his sexton for the day;  

(A funeral τ so the sexton said;  

Iƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǳƴŎƭŜΩǎ ǿƛŦŜ ǿŀǎ ŘŜŀŘύΦ  

 

[ƛƪŜ [ŀȊŀǊǳǎ ōƛŘ ǘƻ 5ƛǾŜǎΩ ŦŜŀǎǘΣ  

So looked the poor forlorn old beast;  

His coat was rough, his tail was bare,  

The gray was sprinkled in his hair;  

Sportsmen and jockeys knew him not;  

And yet they say he once could trot  

Among the fleetest of the town,  

Till something cracked and broke him down, τ 

¢ƘŜ ǎǘŜŜŘΩǎΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜǎƳŀƴΩǎΣ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ƭƻǘΗ  

ά!ƴŘ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƻ ǎƻƻƴ ŦƻǊƎƻǘΚέ  

Ah me! I doubt if one of you  

Has ever heard ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ άhƭŘ .ƭǳŜΣέ  

Whose fame through all this region rung  

In those old days when I was young!  

 

ά.ǊƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜΗέ !ƭŀǎΗ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ  

Not like the one Mazeppa rode;  

Scant-maned, sharp-backed, and shaky-kneed,  

The wreck of what was once a steed,  

Lips thin, eyes hollow, stiff in joints;  

Yet not without his knowing points.  

The sexton, laughing in his sleeve,  

!ǎ ƛŦ Ψǘ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ŀ ƳŀƪŜ-believe,  
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Led forth the horse, and as he laughed  

Unhitched the breeching from a shaft,  

Unclasped the rusty belt beneath,  

Drew forth the snaffle from his teeth,  

Slipped off his head-stall, set him free  

From strap and rein τ a sight to see!  

 

So worn, so lean in every limb,  

Lǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǎŀŘŘƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƳΗ  

It is! His back the pig-skin strides  

And flaps his lank, rheumatic sides;  

With look of mingled scorn and mirth  

They buckle round the saddle-girth;  

With horsey wink and saucy toss  

A youngster throws his leg across,  

And so, his rider on his back,  

They lead him, limping, to the track,  

Far up behind the starting-point,  

To limber out each stiffened joint.  

As through the jeering crowd he past,  

One pitying look old Hiram cast;  

άDƻ ƛǘΣ ȅŜ ŎǊƛǇǇƭŜΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ȅŜ ŎŀƴΗέ  

Cried out unsentimental Dan;  

ά! Cŀǎǘ-5ŀȅ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿǎΗέ  

.ǳŘŘ 5ƻōƭŜΩǎ ǎŎƻŦŦƛƴƎ ǎƘƻǳǘ ŀrose.  

 

Slowly, as when the walking-beam  

First feels the gathering head of steam,  

With warning cough and threatening wheeze  

The stiff old charger crooks his knees;  

At first with cautious step sedate,  

As if he dragged a coach of state;  

IŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ Ŏƻƭǘ; he knows full well  

That time is weight and sure to tell;  

No horse so sturdy but he fears  

The handicap of twenty years.  

 

As through the throng on either hand  

¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƘƻǊǎŜ ƴŜŀǊǎ ǘƘŜ ƧǳŘƎŜǎΩ ǎǘŀƴŘΣ  

.ŜƴŜŀǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƧƻŎƪŜȅΩǎ ŦŜŀǘƘŜǊ-weight  

He warms a little to his gait,  
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And now and then a step is tried  

That hints of something like a stride.  

 

άDƻΗέ τ Through his ear the summons stung  

As if a battle-trump had rung;  

The slumbering instincts long unstirred  

Start at the old familiar word;  

It thrills like flame through every limb, τ 

What mean his twenty years to him?  

The savage blow his rider dealt  

Fell on his hollow flanks unfelt;  

The spur that pricked his staring hide  

Unheeded tore his bleeding side;  

Alike to him are spur and rein, τ  

He steps a five-year-old again!  

 

Before the quarter pole was past,  

hƭŘ IƛǊŀƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ άIŜΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŦŀǎǘΦέ  

Long ere the quarter was a half,  

The chuckling crowd had ceased to laugh;  

Tighter his frightened jockey clung  

As in a mighty stride he swung,  

The gravel flying in his track,  

His neck stretched out, his ears laid back,  

His tail extended all the while  

Behind him like a rat-tail file!  

Off went a shoe, τ away it spun,  

Shot like a bullet from a gun;  

The quaking jockey shapes a prayer  

From scraps of oaths he used to swear;  

He drops his whip, he drops his rein,  

He clutches fiercely for a mane;  

IŜΩƭƭ ƭƻǎŜ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻƭŘ τ he sways and reels τ 

IŜΩƭƭ ǎƭƛŘŜ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘǊŀƳǇƭƛƴƎ ƘŜŜƭǎΗ  

The knees of many a horseman quake,  

The flowers of many a bonnet shake,  

And shouts arise from left and right,  

ά{ǘƛŎƪ ƻƴΗ ǎǘƛŎƪ ƻƴΗέ άIƻǳƭŘ ǘƛƎƘǘΗ ƘƻǳƭŘ ǘƛƎƘǘΗέ  

ά/ƭƛƴƎ ǊƻǳƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŜŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ Ǝƻ τ 

¢Ƙŀǘ ǇŀŎŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘƻƭŘ τ ǘƘŜǊŜΗ ǎǘŜŀŘȅΗ ǿƘƻŀΗέ  

But like the sable steed that bore  

The spectral lover of Lenore,  
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His nostrils snorting foam and fire,  

No stretch his bony limbs can tire;  

And now the stand he rushes by,  

!ƴŘ ά{ǘƻǇ ƘƛƳΗ τ ǎǘƻǇ ƘƛƳΗέ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŎǊȅΦ  

{ǘŀƴŘ ōŀŎƪΗ ƘŜΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜƎǳƴ τ 

IŜΩǎ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƘŜŀǘǎ ƛƴ ƻƴŜΗ  

 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǊǳǎƘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘΗ ƘŜΩƭƭ ǎƳŀǎƘ ȅƻǳǊ ōǊŀƛƴǎΤ  

But follƻǿ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƎǊŀō ǘƘŜ ǊŜƛƴǎΗέ  

Old Hiram spoke. Dan Pfeiffer heard,  

And sprang, impatient, at the word;  

Budd Doble started on his bay,  

Old Hiram followed on his gray,  

And off they spring, and round they go,  

¢ƘŜ Ŧŀǎǘ ƻƴŜǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ άŀƭƭ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴƻǿΦέ  

Look! twice they follow at his heels,  

As round the circling course he wheels,  

And whirls with him that clinging boy  

Like Hector round the walls of Troy;  

Still on, and on, the third time round!  

¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǘŀƛƭƛƴƎ ƻŦŦΗ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΗ  

.ǳŘŘ 5ƻōƭŜΩǎ ƴŀƎ ōŜƎƛƴs to fail!  

5ŀƴ tŦŜƛŦŦŜǊΩǎ ǎƻǊǊŜƭ ǿƘƛǎƪǎ Ƙƛǎ ǘŀƛƭΗ  

And see! in spite of whip and shout,  

hƭŘ IƛǊŀƳΩǎ ƳŀǊŜ ƛǎ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΗ  

Now for the finish! at the turn,  

The old horse τ all the rest astern τ 

Comes swinging in, with easy trot;  

.ȅ WƻǾŜΗ ƘŜΩǎ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜŘ ŀll the lot!  

 

That trot no mortal could explain;  

{ƻƳŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άhƭŘ 5ǳǘŎƘƳŀƴ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΗέ  

Some took his time, τ at least they tried,  

But what it was could none decide;  

hƴŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ  

What happened to his second-hand;  

One said 2:10; that ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ τ  

More like two twenty-two or three;  

Old Hiram settled it at last;  

ά¢ƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŀǎ ǘǿƻ τ too dee-vel-ƛǎƘ ŦŀǎǘΗέ  
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¢ƘŜ ǇŀǊǎƻƴΩǎ ƘƻǊǎŜ ƘŀŘ ǿƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜǘΤ  

It cost him something of a sweat;  

Back in the one-horse shay he went.  

The parson wondered what it meant,  

And murmured, with a mild surprise  

And pleasant twinkle of the eyes,  

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ŦǳƴŜǊŀƭ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ǘǊƛŎƪΣ  

Or corpses drive at double-quick;  

L ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿƻƴŘŜǊΣ L ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜΣ  

If Brother ς Jehu τ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŀȅŜǊΗέ  

 

And this is all I have to say  

About that tough old trotting bay,  

IǳŘŘǳǇΗ IǳŘŘǳǇΗ DΩƭŀƴƎΗ DƻƻŘ ŘŀȅΗ  

 

Moral for which this tale is told:  

A horse can ǘǊƻǘΣ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ ƘŜΩǎ ƻƭŘΦ  

 

 

Oliver Wendell Holmes 
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The Lay of the Hospital Race 

The ambulance stood near the paddock gate,  

The stretcher was close at hand,  

And murmurs and squeals of hysterical dames  

Came down from the crowded stand.  

 

And Dr. Squibbs said to Dr. Squabbs:  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŦƻǊ ǘǿƻ τ  

LΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŜƎǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎǘŜŘ ǎƪǳƭƭǎΣ  

The collar-ōƻƴŜǎ Ǝƻ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ  

 

The gamesters down in the slaughtering-pen  

Looked leery and woebegone,  

And some of the pencillers turned their slates,  

For the hospital race was on.  

 

The program called it a steeplechase τ 

That is the conventional name τ 

But we can call it whatever we please τ 

The odor is just the same.  

 

This one was rehearsed the night before,  

In a small back room somewhere,  

!ƴŘ Ψǘǿŀǎ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ {ƳƛƭŜȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǿŀƛǘ ƻƴ .ƭƛƴƪ  

And that Peeler go out for the air.  

 

Ψ¢ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǎƻ ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ¢ƘŜ .ŀǘ Ǝƻ ǿƛŘŜ  

Of the flags on the far-off bend;  

That Bourbon should balk at the water jump,  

And that Guzzle turn end for end.  

 

* * *  

 

¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜȄǘŜƴŘŜŘ ŀ ōƛŘ  

When the caucus was held that night τ  

An unfortunate fellow called Famishing Flynn,  

The owner of Mike-the-Bite.  
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Now, Mike-the-Bite was a maiden coy,  

¢ƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜΩŘ ǊŀŎŜŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ years on the flat;  

άLΩƭƭ Ǉǳǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƧǳƳǇƛƴƎΣέ ǎŀƛŘ Cƭȅƴƴ ƻƴŜ ŘŀȅΤ  

άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘΦ  

 

άIŜΩǎ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊǊƛŜǊ ƻƴŎŜ ƻǊ ǘǿƛŎŜ τ 

Just look it up in the guide τ 

!ƴŘ ŀǎ ŦƻǊ ƧǳƳǇƛƴƎ ŀ ŦŜŜŘƳŀƴΩǎ ōƛƭƭ τ 

²ƘȅΣ ƘŜ ǘŀƪŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎǘǊƛŘŜΗέ  

 

Mike was the champion no-account  

Lƴ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ōǳǘ CƭȅƴƴΩǎΣ  

.ǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ άŎƻƴǎƛǎǘŜƴǘΣέ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜ  

Atones for a heap of sins.  

 

Flynn coddled him through all manner of ills  

Of liver and lungs and limb;  

When equine diseases were flying about,  

Mike got what was coming to him:  

 

Quarter-cracks, spavins and splints and botts  

!ƴŘ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ƳƻǊŜ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀŘΤ  

Then he caught lung fever, which left his pipes  

Some more than a bit to the bad.  

 

He was nerved behind, he was fired in front  

From his pastern-joints, to his knees;  

bƻ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ άǘŀƭŜƴǘέ ǊŜƎŀǊŘŜŘ ƘƛƳ  

As a putrefied piece of cheese.  

 

* * *  

 

A scullion called Mose was given the mount  

On the horse with the gangrened legs.  

aƻǎŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜōŀŎƪ ŀŎǘΣ  

But an artist at frying eggs.  

 

It took four fingers of kill-me-quick  

To put him on proper edge;  

With that in his hold, a five-bar gate  

Was the same as a two-foot hedge.  
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While the horses walked in the paddock yard,  

Awaiting the saddling call,  

Cƭȅƴƴ ƘƻƻƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƭƛǇǇŜǊ ƛƴ aƻǎŜΩǎ ŀǊƳ  

And led him within the stall.  

 

άaƻǎŜΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΣέ  

He said in his softest tones;  

ά¢ƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ŦǊŀƳŜŘ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ .ƭƛƴƪ ǘƻ ǿƛƴ τ 

LΩƳ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ōƻƴŜǎΦ  

 

άhǇŜƴƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀǘ ŜƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƻƴŜΣ  

They have backed her clean out of sight,  

And everything looks like a corpse to her  

But Slasher and Mike-the-Bite.  

 

άL ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜƳ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƛƴ ŎƘǳƴƪǎ τ 

{ƘŜΩǎ ōŀŎƪŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ŦŀǊŜ-you-well,  

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ŎŜƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ  

Last Saturday when she fell!  

 

ά!ƴŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀ ǿƻǊŘ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ǘƻ ƳŜ τ 

Oh, no! to the dump with Flynn!  

CƻǊ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ hƭŘ aƛƪŜ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ τ 

¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǎƪƛƴΦ  

 

άaƛƪŜ-the-Bite was a joke to them,  

And Slasher was only a lob.  

hƘΣ LΩŘ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƘŀƴŘ  

If we could upset the job!  

 

άbƻǿΣ ƭƛǎǘŜn, Mose: We can do it, too τ  

The question is up to you.  

You can run it out on that crooked bunch,  

If you do what I tell you to do.  

 

ά!ǎ ŀ ƧǳƳǇƛƴƎ ƧƻŎƪ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǊƻǘǘŜƴΣ aƻǎŜ τ 

Lƴ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǳǇ LΩƳ ŀ ƧŀȅΤ  

CƻǊ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊƛŘŜ ƛƴ ŀ .ǳǊǘƻƴ ŎŀǊΣ  

Strapped down to a bale of hay.  
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ά¢ƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜ ƛǎ ƎƻƻŘΦ CƻǊ ƻƴŎŜ L ǘƘƛƴƪ  

LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ǘǊƛƳΤ  

He will run every inch if his nigh foreleg  

5ƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƻƻ Ƙƻǘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ  

 

άaƻǊŜƻǾŜǊΣ aƻǎŜΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀ ŎƘŀǊƎŜ  

That would blow up a national bank,  

And ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ƎŜǘǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ ƛǘΩǎ ǿƻǊǘƘ  

You may find him a trifle rank.  

 

άWǳǎǘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƛƎƘǘ ƘƻƭŘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ  

And keep him within the flags,  

And draw your skillet and bust his slats  

If you find that he loafs or lags.  

 

ά²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƭƭ ƎƻŜǎ ƻŦŦΣ ǿhich I think it will  

Ψ.ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǘǳǊƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ  

You take a good hold with your hands and teeth,  

CƻǊ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ IŀǿƪƛƴǎΩ ƘƻǊǎŜΦ  

 

άIŜΩǎ ŀǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǿƛƴΦ  

(A funny guy making a book  

Says that means twenty to one, the horse  

And eighty to one, the cook.)  

 

άLΩǾŜ ƳŀŘŜ ŀƴ ŀƎŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƪŜ  

Dig down in his moldy hoard  

And bet six hundred straight, place and show τ 

Two hundred across the board.  

 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƎƻŜǎ ǘƘŜ ōǳƎƭŜΗ wŜƳŜƳōŜǊΣ aƻǎŜΗ  

The ticket is in your boot.  

You keep him standing and keep him straight τ 

LΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŜƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǊƻƻǘΦέ  

 

* * *  

 

The cavalcade filed through the paddock gate  

And steered for the lower turn,  

With a ragged collection of silks aloft  

And the odor of drugs astern.  
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Never, I ween, was a tougher lot,  

Surmounted by coons and turks,  

Stopped on the straight and narrow path  

That leads to the glucose works.  

 

A ribald shout or a mocking cheer  

Saluted each equine vag  

And each boy thereon as the bunch went by  

On the way to the man with the flag.  

 

* * *  

 

ά[ƛƴŜ ǳǇ ƴƻǿΣ ƭƛƴŜ ǳǇ ƴƻǿΗέ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜǊ ŎǊƛŜŘΣ  

άhǊ LΩƭƭ Ǉǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΗ  

Jones, what are you doing with Peeler, there?  

²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘǳǊƴ ƘƛƳ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΚ  

 

άbƻǿΣ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƎǳƛƴŜŀ ƻƴ ¢ƘƻƳǇǎƻƴΩǎ ƳŀǊŜΣ  

And that lobster aboard of The Rat!  

Say, Hogan, get straight with that goat of yours,  

hǊ ƛǘΩǎ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘΗ  

 

ά/ƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƛǘΣ ŜƘΚ hƘΣ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ƻŦŦ τ  

5ƻƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƭŘ ōǳƭƭ ŎƻƴΗ  

Now, steady, there, steady! Whoa up, whoa up!  

/ƻƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ŎƻƳŜ ƻƴΗ Dƻ ƻƴΗέ  

 

* * *  

 

Ψ²ŀȅ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻǇŜ ƻŦ ŀ Řŀȅ ƭƻƴƎ ŘŜŀŘΣ  

Which haply you have forgot,  

¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘŜŜǇƭŜŎƘŀǎŜ  

In figures and notes and rot.  

 

¢ƘŜ ǊŜŎƻǊŘ ǎƘƻǿǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜ άǊŀƴ ƻǳǘΣέ  

!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ άǊŜŦǳǎŜŘέ ƻǊ άŦŜƭƭΦέ  

The dope nails down all the callous facts,  

.ǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŎƻǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŜƭƭΦ  
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Lǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǎƘƻǿ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƭƭ ǿŜƴǘ ƻŦŦ  

In the carcass of Mike-the-Bite,  

!ƴŘ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ōǊƛƴƎ /ƘŜŦ aƻǎŜ ƻǳǘ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ  

In the glare of heroic light.  

 

Lǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŎƻǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘǳŘŘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊƛƭƭǎ  

That swept through the frenzied mob,  

Nor gives it a hint of the deep chagrin  

Of the fellows who framed the job.  

 

However, it shows that Old Mike came down  

Like the White Ghost on a tear,  

And caught Blink tired at the water jump  

And passed her out in the air.  

 

Lǘ ǎŀȅǎ ƛƴ ŀ ƴƻǘŜΥ ά¢ƘŜ Ŏƻƻƪ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƭƻƻǎŜΣ  

.ǳǘ ƘǳƴƎ ǘƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴŜ ǿŀǎ ǇŀǎǎŜŘΣέ  

And leaves me to tell you that Famishing Flynn  

Was square with the world at last.  

 

 

Hugh Edmond Keough 
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The Horse of Pete Lareau 

{ŀŎǊŜΗ ȅƻǳ ƭŀǳƎƘ Ƴŀ ƻƭΩ tŀree?  

¸ƻǳ ǘΩƛƴƪ ǎƘŜΩǎ ǎƛŎƪ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭΗ  

Dees hoss make leetle sad, may be τ  

But sick? τ no more as Bill!  

 

L ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ Ψōƻǳǘ ŘŜŜǎ ƘƻǊǎŜΣ Ƴŀ ōƻȅΥ  

I feed him twenty year;  

{ƘŜ ōŜ Ƴŀ ŦǊƛŜƴΩΣ Ƴŀ ƭƛŦŜΣ Ƴŀ ƧƻȅΗ  

I kill him now? τ 5ŀǘΩǎ ǉǳŜŜǊΗ  

 

L ǘŀƪΩ tŀǊŜŜ ǘƻ ŎƛǊŎǳǎ ǘΩƛƴƎ  

Ψ.ƻǳǘ ŦƛŦǘŜŜƴ ȅŜŀǊ ŀƎƻΤ  

5ŀǊŜ ōŜ ǘΩǊŜŜ ŀŎǊŜ ƛƴ ŘŜ ǊƛƴƎΣ  

!ƴΩ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ Ƙƻǎǎ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿΦ  

 

I heech him in de sulky dere  

!ƴΩ Ǉŀǘ ƘƛƳ ƻƴ ŘŜ ƘŜŀŘ τ 

ά5ŜȅΩǎ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ŎƻƳǇŜǘƛǘƛƻƴ ƘŜǊŜΤ  

bƻǿ ǎƘƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŘŜŀŘΗέ  

 

L ǘŀƪΩ ŘŜ ǊŜƛƴ ŀƴΩ ƘƻƭΩ ƘƛƳ ǘƛƎƘǘΣ  

!ƴΩ ǿŀit de signal gun;  

De pistol shoot! Ma hoss step light!  

Sacre! but how she run!  

 

Den all de hoss spread out dere nose,  

De spark fly from de stone!  

No odair hoss go fast like dose τ 

Ψ/ŜǇǘ ŘŜŜǎΣ Ƴŀ jolie roan!  

 

Ma hoss he keep de inside track,  

!ƴΩ ƳŀƪŜ dat cirkees short;  

In just free mineet she be back,  

!ƴΩ tŀǊŜŜ ƘƻƭΩ ŘŜ ŦƻǊǘΗ  
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!ƴΤ ŘŜƴ LΩƳ ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŘŀƛǊ ǘǊȅΦ  

I speak to him some more τ 

άLŦ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ōŜŀǘΣ mon cher, I cry;  

Lǘ ƳŀƪŜ Ƴȅ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ǎƻǊŜΦέ  

 

I rub hees leg down wid de sponge,  

!ƴΩ ǘŀƪΩ ŘŜ ǊŜƛƴ Ƴŀ ƴŀƴΩΤ  

Ψ{ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊ ŘŜ ƎǳƴΣ ǎƘŜ ƳŀƪŜ ƻƴŜ ƭǳƴƎŜΗ  

¸ƻǳ ǘΩƛƴƪ ǎƘŜ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴΩΦ  

 

She go! She go! wid hundaird feet!  

Hees mane whip lak de flag!  

{ƘŜ ƳŀƪΩ Řŀǘ ŎƛǊƪŜŜǎ τ two mineet! τ 

.ŜƘƛƴΩ ƻƴŜ ƻŘŀƛǊ ƴŀƎΦ  

 

She feel dam sorry, dat Paree!  

IŜ ƘƻƭΩ ƘŜŜǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƛƴ shame,  

!ƴΩ ǎƘŜǘ ƘŜŜǎ ŜȅŜ ǎƻ ƘŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ  

Dat fail Ǝƻ ΨƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƘŜŜǎ ƴŀƳŜΦ  

 

5Ŝƴ L ǎŀȅΣ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƴŘΣ tŀǊŜŜ τ 

¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƻ ōƭŀƳŜΤ  

¸ƻǳ ǿƛƴ ŘŜ ƴŜȄΩ ƻƴŜΣ ǎǳǊŜΣ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ τ 

!ƴΩ ŘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŘŜ ƎŀƳŜΗέ  

 

!ƴΩ ŘŜƴ L ǎŜŜ Řŀǘ ƘƻǊǎŜ ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇΣ  

!ƴΩ ƪƴƻǿ ǎƘŜ ǎŀȅ άL ǿƛƭƭΗέ  

I geeve him drink, I take one cup τ 

¢ƻ ǎƘƻǿ ǿŜ ōŜ ŦǊƛŜƴΩ ǎǘƛƭƭΤ  

 

I sponge his leg; I smood his hair;  

L ǘŀƪΩ Ƴŀ ǎŜŀǘ ōŜƘƛƴΩΦ  

She tremble lak de leaf, wid fear!  

!ƴΩ L ōŜ ΨŦǊŀƛŘ Řŀǘ ǎƛƎƴΗ  

 

L ƘƻƭΩ ŘŜ ƭƛƴŜΤ L ǿŀƛǘ ŘŜ ǎƘƻǘΤ  

L ǎŀȅΣ ά.Ŝ ōǊŀǾŜΣ Ƴŀ ōƻȅΗέ  

But dees dam horse! I guess I got  

One bass-wood duck decoy!  
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.ǳǘ ŘŜǊŜΩǎ ŘŜ ƎǳƴΗ ŀƴΩ ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŘŜ ƎŀƭŜΗ  

Dees hoss come out his grave!  

{ƘŜ ǘŀƪΩ ŘŜ ŀƛǊΗ ƘŜΩǎ ƳŀŘΗ ƘŜ ǎŀƛƭΣ  

Lak sea-gull on de wave!  

 

No frog be scare can jump lak dat!  

No fish can cut de sea.  

{ƻ ŦŀǎΩ ǎƘŜ ƎƻΗ L ƭƻǎŜ Ƴŀ ƘŀǘΤ  

.ǳǘ L ǎŀȅΣ άDƻΗ tŀǊŜŜΗέ  

 

{ƘŜ Ǝƻ ƭŀƪ ōƭƛƴΩΗ {ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊ ƴƻ ǎƻǳƴΩ  

Aftair she hear dat gun.  

{ƘŜ ƳŀƪŜ ǘΩǊŜŜ ŀŎǊŜ τ ŀƭƭ ǿŀȅ ΨǊƻǳƴ τ 

Gee Cry! τ ƧǳǎΩ half past one!  

 

bƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǘΩƛƴƪ Ψōƻǳǘ ŘŀǘΣ Ƴŀ ƳŜƴΚ  

¢ΩǊƻǳƎƘ ŀƭƭ ŘŜǎe twenty year  

{ƘŜ ōŜ Ƴŀ ǇŀƭΣ Ƴŀ ǇǊƛŘŜΣ Ƴŀ ŦǊƛŜƴΩΗ  

L ƪŜŜƭ ƘŜŜƳ ƴƻǿΚ 5ŀǘΩǎ ǉǳŜŜǊΗ  

 

 

Ivan Swift 
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The Horse in War 
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Sunlight 

Sunlight, a colt from the ranges, glossy and gentle and strong, 

Dazed by the multiple thunder of wheels and the thrust of the sea, 

Fretted and chafed at the changes ς ah, but the journey was long! 

hŦŦƛŎŜǊΩǎ ŎƘŀǊƎŜǊ ς a wonder ς pick of the stables was he. 

 

Flutter of flags in the harbor; rumble of guns in the street; 

England! And rhythm of marching; mist and the swing of the tide; 

France and an Oriflamme arbor of lilies that drooped in the heat; 

Sunlight, with mighty neck arching, flecked with the foam of his pride! 

 

Out from the trenches retreating, weary and grimy and worn, 

Lean little men paused to cheer him, turning to pass to their rest; 

Shrilled him a pitiful greeting, mocking the promise of morn 

With hope and wild laughter to hear him answer with challenging zest. 

 

Victory! That was the spirit! Once they had answered the thrill; 

Toiled at the guns while incessant sang that invisible, dread 

Burden of death. Ah, to hear it, merciless, animate, shrill, 

Whining aloft in a crescent, shattering living and dead! 

 

And Sunlight? What knew he of battle? Strange was this turmoil and haste. 

Why should he flinch at the firing; swerve at the mangled and slain? 

Where was the range and the cattle? Here was but carnage and waste; 

Yet with a patience untiring he answered to spur and to rein. 

 

Answered, when out of disorder, rout, and the chaos of night, 

Came the ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΣ ά/ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ {ŜǾŜƴǘƘΩǎ ǊŜǘǊŜŀǘΗέ 

On, toward the flame of the border, into the brunt of the fight, 

Swept that wild wind of disaster, on with the tide of defeat. 

 

Softly the dawn-wind awaking fluttered a pennant that fell 

Over the semblance of Sunlight, stark in the pitiless day; 

wƛŘŘƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƭŀǎƘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ōǳƭƭŜǘǎ ǎǇŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜƭƭΧ 

Groaning, his master beside him, patted his neck where he lay. 
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ά{ǳƴƭƛƎƘǘΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦƻǊ ƎƭƻǊȅΧ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘΧ ƻǊ CǊŀƴŎŜΧ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳŜ 

hŦ ǾƛŎǘƻǊȅΧ bƻΧ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘǊƛōǳǘŜ ƻŦ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΩǎ ǇŜƴΦ 

Good-ōȅŜΣ ƻƭŘ ŎƘŀǇΣ ŦƻǊ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎΧ ŜŀǊƴŜŘ ƛǘΧ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΧ 

We ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ƴƻǘ ŀƴ LǎƭŀƴŘΧ ²Ŝ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƴƻǊ ƻŦ ƳŜƴΧΦέ 

 

* * *  

 

So we have sold them our horses. What shall we do with the gold? 

[ŀȅ ƛǘ ƻƴ /ƘŀǊƛǘȅΩǎ ŀƭǘŀǊΣ ǇǳǊŎƘŀǎƛƴƎ ŎƻƭǳƳƴǎ ƻŦ ǇǊŀƛǎŜΚ 

Noble indeed are our courses, running the race as of old; 

But why should we Mammonites falter? Noble indeed are our ways. 

 

 

Henry Herbert Knibbs 
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Troop Horses 

Through lingering long months idle 

They have kept you ready and fit, 

All shining from hock to bridle, 

All burnished from hoof to bit; 

¢ƘŜ ǎŜǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛƭƪ ŎƻŀǘΩǎ ōŜŀǳǘȅΣ 

The light of its lightest hair, 

Was an anxiƻǳǎ ǘǊƻƻǇŜǊΩǎ Řǳǘȅ 

!ƴŘ ŀ ǿŀǘŎƘŦǳƭ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴΩǎ ŎŀǊŜΦ 

 

Not the keenest eye could discover 

The sign of the sloth on you, 

From the last mane-lock laid over 

To the nail tight in the shoe; 

A blast, and your ranks stood ready; 

A shout, and your saddles filled; 

A wave, and your troop was ready 

To wheel where the leaders willed. 

 

άCƛƴŜ ŘǊŀǿƴ ŀƴŘ Ŧƛǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōǳŎƪƭŜΗέ 

²ŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘ /ƻƭƻƴŜƭΩǎ ǇǊƛŘŜΦ 

And the faith of the lads ς άhǳǊ ƭǳŎƪΩƭƭ 

/ƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ {ǇǊƛƴƎ ǿƛƴŘǎ ǊƛŘŜέΤ 

And, dropping their quaint oaths drolly, 

They dragged their spurs in the mire, 

Till the Western Front woke slowly 

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜŀǊǘΩǎ ŘŜǎƛǊŜΦ 

 

They loose you now to the labours 

That the needs of the hour reveal, 

And you carry the proud old sabres 

To cross with a tarnished steel; 

So, steady ς and keep your position ς 

And stout be your hearts today, 

As you shoulder the old tradition 

And charge in the ancient way! 

 

William Henry Ogilvie 
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The Horse 

The man who goes into the fight, 

With the heart of a volunteer, 

Has the high ideal of doing right, 

To conquer his pain and fear. 

And the man who is forced to go, 

Has his pride, and his will, and his faith, 

To help him over the road of woe 

To the goal of a crutch, or death. 

 

But the steed that is dragged from his stall, 

To be plunged in the hell of war ς 

²ƘȅΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΩǎ ŎŀƭƭΣ 

Or the cause he is suffering for? 

And I think when he lies in his pain, 

Tortured and torn by the fray, 

He must long for the touch of a hand on his mane 

And the fields where he used to play. 

 

The world as we see it now 

Is only half man-made; 

As the horse recedes with a parting bow, 

We know the part he has played. 

For the wonderful brain of man, 

However mighty its force, 

Had never achieved its lordly plan 

Without the aid of the horse. 

 

The forests felled by hand, 

By the horse were carried away; 

And furrow and field were made to yield 

By his willing toil each day. 

He helped bring true in this age 

The visions our forebears saw; 

And oft was given a grudging wage, 

Scant fare and a bunch of straw. 
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The horse has no passion to kill, 

Like man and the tiger and bear; 

Yet slave of a murderous will, 

To the front of the fight he must fare. 

Now the heart of a horse has love 

For the master and home it knew; 

And the mind of a horse can prove 

That memory dwells there, too. 

 

Oh, I think on the blood red sod 

Each wounded man prays to God; 

And I think from the heart of a steed 

There must rise in his hour of need 

A cry for his master who, seems 

A god in his equine dreams. 

 

 

Ella Wheeler Wilcox 
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On Active Service 

²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ Ǝƭƻǎǎȅ .ŜǎǎΣ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊƳŜƴΩǎ ƳŀǊŜΚ 

²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴǘƭŜ tǊƛƴŎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΚ 

²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ {ǘŀǊƭƛƎƘǘΣ Ŧŀǎǘ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜΚ 

And Tiny Tim of fiery blend? 

 

DƻƴŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΩǎ ōŀǘǘƭŜǎΣ 

Gone to face the shot and shell, 

Days of toil and nights of hunger. 

Can we help, who loved them well? 

 

²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻŦǘ-nosed Jessie, sugar lover? 

²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜ .ƻōǎΣ Ƴȅ ƭŀŘȅΩǎ ƘŀŎƪΚ 

²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ tǳƴŎƘΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǉǳƛǊŜ ǊƛŘŜǎ to cover 

!ƴŘ aƛǎǎŜǎΩ ǘǊŀǇǇŜǊ [ƛǾŜƭȅ WŀŎƪΚ 

 

DƻƴŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΩǎ ōŀǘǘƭŜǎΣ 

Gone to face the shot and shell 

Wear waiting, hours of torture. 

Can we help, who loved them well? 

 

²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǎǘǳǊŘȅ WƻŜΣ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǳƭǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻŀƭΚ 

²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƎƛƴƎŜǊ bŜƭƭΣ ǿƘƻ ōǊƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŜ bread? 

²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ¢ƻƳƳȅΣ ǇŜǘǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŦƻŀƭΚ 

And Norna of the Fitful Head? 

 

Gone, all gone on Active Service, 

Faithful Servants, friends of man. 

We in sheltered homes of England, 

Let us send the help we can. 

 

 

Anonymous 
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A Dumb Appeal 

She was a pretty, nicely-mannered mare 

¢ƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ǇŜǘΣ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǇǊƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǊŜΣ 

Until a man in khaki came one day 

Looked at her teeth, and hurried her away. 

 

With other horses packed into a train 

She huƴƎŜǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƛƴ ǾŀƛƴΤ 

!ƴŘ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ƭŜŘ ΨǘǿƛȄǘ Ǉƭŀƴƪǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŎŀǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƭƛǇ 

The slung her, terrified, on board a ship. 

 

Next came, where thumps and throbbing filled the air, 

Her first experience of mal de mer; 

And when that oscillating trip was done 

They hitched her up in traces to a gun. 

 

She worked and pulled and sweated with the best; 

A stranger now her glossy coat caressed; 

Till flashing thunderstorms came bursting round 

And spitting leaden hail bestrewed the ground. 

 

With quivering limbs, and silky ears laid back, 

She feels a shock succeed a sharper crack, 

And whinnying her pitiful surprise, 

Staggers and falls, and tries in vain to rise. 

 

Alone, forsaken, on a foreign field ς 

What moral does this little record yield? 

Who tends the wounded horses in the war? 

Well ς that is what the Blue Cross League is for. 

 

 

Jessie Pope 
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A Prayer 

Thine are the cattle on a thousand hills, 

So saith the Word Divine; 

And all the beasts that every forest fills, 

Each one is Thine. 

 

But Thou hast given to men the power 

To capture them and tame, 

To use them for their service hour by hour, 

Call them by name. 

 

Some of Thy creatures, in this time of strife, 

Fight side by side with man; 

And many a horse and dog gives up his life, 

Does all he can. 

 

O Thou who lovest all that Thou hast made, 

Who madest great and small, 

Hear us Thy servants, who are not afraid 

To pray for all. 

 

For men who fight we pray in our distress, 

Ψ¢ƛǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŘƻΥ 

!ƴŘ ƪƴŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǿŜ ŀǎƪΥ άh CŀǘƘŜǊΣ ōƭŜǎǎ 

The ŘǳƳō ōŜŀǎǘǎ ǘƻƻΗέ 
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The War-Horse Buyers 

¢ǿŜƴǘȅ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǊƛŘƛƴΩ ōǊƻƴƪǎΣ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊΤ 

Twenty top-ƘŀƴŘ ǎŀŘŘƭŜƳŜƴΣ ǳǇ ƛƴ ōǳǎǘƛƴΩ ƭƻǊŜΤ 

Off the ranges fast they come, hosses black and gray, 

Hosses roan and calico, hosses brown and bay; 

Saddle, bridle, cinch and ride ς buck, you big hoss, buck! 

¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴΩǎ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ς ΨōȅΣ ƻƭŘ ƴŀƎ ς good luck! 

 

Ψ¢ƛƭƭŜǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǾŀƭǊȅΣ ΨǘƛƭƭŜǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǾŀƭǊȅΣ 

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŜȅ ǇƛŎƪ ΨŜƳ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƧǳŘƎŜs are at work; 

Ψ¢LƭƭŜǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǾŀƭǊȅΣ ΨǘƛƭƭŜǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǾŀƭǊȅΣ 

CŀǊŜǿŜƭƭΣ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƴ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ƘƻǎǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ǎƘƛǊƪΤ 

Steel and lead and powder smoke, there acrost the way ς 

LŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ LΩƳ ƴŜǳǘǊŀƭ LΩŘ ōŜ ƻŦŦ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ 

 

!ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǊŀƴƎŜ ƛǎ ōŜƛƴΩ ŎƻƳōŜŘ of the strong and fit; 

Bring more in, you wrangler men ς ƭŜǘ ΨŜƳ ǘŀǎǘŜ ǘƘŜ ōƛǘΤ 

[Ŝǘ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎǘŜǊǎ ǎƘƻǿ ŜŀŎƘ ǇŀŎŜΣ ΨƴŜŀǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΤ 

Good-bye, all of you today, to these Western skies; 

Twice around the ring you go ς saddle off and stand 

While the caǇǘŀƛƴ ǘŀƭƭƛŜǎ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴΩ ōŀƴŘΦ 

 

Ψ¢ƛƭƭŜǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǾŀƭǊȅΣ ΨǘƛƭƭŜǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǾŀƭǊȅΣ 

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŜȅ ǇƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƳŜ ƻŦ ǿŀǊΤ 

Ψ¢ƛƭƭŜǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǾŀƭǊȅΣ ΨǘƛƭƭŜǊȅ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǾŀƭǊȅΣ 

Little difference where you go ς ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴΩ ƛǎ ƛƴ ǎǘƻǊŜΤ 

Little difference where you show τ- most of you must die; 

Western hosses, do your best ς good luck, and good-bye! 
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Conscripts 

On a smooth, white road in a neutral land, 

With peaceful homes on either hand, 

A column of conscripts, a patient flock, 

Tread slowly down, down to the dock. 

 

With halters new, of twisted rope, 

Bound five abreast, no choice, no hope ς  

One needs a heart of flint-like rock, 

To watch them pass ς down to the dock. 

 

aŀȅ ǘƘŜ άŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŜǾŜƴǘǎέ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƎǊǳŜǎƻƳŜ ǿŀǊΣ 

bƻǘ ŘŀǊŜ ǘƻ άŎŀǎǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƘŀŘƻǿ ōŜŦƻǊŜέΤ 

May their innocent minds have key and lock, 

To shut out, why? ς they go down to the dock. 

 

Forward they go, the gang-Ǉƭŀƴƪ ƻΩŜǊΣ 

On tossing ship, to war-bound shore; 

In the crowded hold, they pitch and rock, 

Their quivering forms, humanity mock. 

 

And after, τ Ƴŀȅ CŀǘŜΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƻǾŜǊ-lord, 

Ordain they meet some just reward 

For beariƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘǘƭŜΩǎ ƘƻǊǊƛōƭŜ ǎƘƻŎƪ 

And ship them to a celestial dock. 

 

 

Anna Maria Fielding 






































